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TO    THE 

Moil  NOBLE  LADY, 

S  U  S  A  N 

Lady  MARCHIONESS  of 

TWEEDALR 

MADAM, 

O  S  T  of  the  following 
Poems  were  written, 
whilft  I  had  the  Ho 
nour  to  live  near  Your 
Lactyfhip,  in  a  Place 
that  has  all  thofe  Advantages,  that 

are 
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are  thought  to  have  an  Influence 
on  the  Mind  to  difpofeit  to  an  A- 
mufernent  of  this  Kind;  fo  that 
You  have  a  juft  Title  to  them  on 
that  Score.  But  the  Encourage 
ment  I  received  from  Your  Lady- 
fhip,  and  the  Noble  Family,  (to 
which  You  are  fo  great  a  Bleffing 
and  Ornament)  in  the  proper  and 
more  important  Bufinels  of  my 
Station,  lays  me  under  much 
ftronger  Obligations  to  take  this 
Opportunity  of  expreffing  the 
grateful  Senfe  and  Remembrance 
1  ftiil  have  thereof. 

I  know  Your  LadjCbip  better 
than  to  think  I  Ihould  pleafe  You, 
by  publifhing  here  even  a  juft 
Commendation  of  your  Virtues. 

But 
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But  I  cannot  forbear  faying,  that 
Your  High  Birth  and  Quality  (tho 
the  firft  in  the  Nation)  make  not 
the  moft  excellent  Part  of  your 
Character.  Your  exemplary  Pie-* 
ty  and  Goodnefs,  and  exa£t  Dif- 
charge  of  all  the  Offices  of  the 
Chriltian  Life,  render  You  more 
truly  Noble,  and  make  You  fhine 
with  a  much  brighter  Luftre, , 
than  all  the  Advantages  of  exter 
nal  Honour  and  Greatnefs  You  are 
ppffefs'd  of* 

'TIS,  Madam,  this  Confiderati- 
on  chiefly  that  makes  this   little  / 
Piece  betake  itfclf  to  Your  Pro-- 
te6tion.    It  bears  the  i\'ame  of  the 
Spiritual  Life  ;  and  where  can  it 
ft  to  meet  with  luch   kind •* 
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Reception  and  Entertainment,  as 
from  your  Ladyfhip,  who,  from 
your  tender  Years,  have  been  fo 
bright  an  Inftance  and  Example 
of  that  Life.  I  am, 


Tour  Ladyfhifs  moft  obliged, 


and   moft    obedient 


humble  Servant, 


J.  c, 


Vll 
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H  E  following  POEMS  were  all 
written,  at  Leifure  Hours,  for 
.  the  Author's  own  private  A- 
*  mufement  ;  and  fome  of  them 
more  than  Twenty  Years  ago 
As  P  o  E  s  Y  is  not  the  Bufmefs  of  his  Pro- 
feflion,  fo  neither  does  he  pubiiili  them  now 
to  gain  the  Name  and  Reputation  of  a  Poet* 
That  is  a  Character,  which  tho'  he  could 
merit,  he  is,  for  fcveral  Rtafons,  very  iar 
from  affecting.  The  true  Reafon  --hat  moved 
him  to  it,  is  the  great  Sc:v:cry  of  Perfor 
mances  of  this  Kind.  Were  there  as  many 

Poems  > 
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Poems.,  and  as  well  done,  on  Religious  and 
Divine  Subjects/  as  there  are  even  on  trifling 
and  prophane,  he  never  would  have  been  fo 
foolifh  as  to  fend  abroad  thefe  Lines  to  bluih 
among  fo  many  better  :  Nor  perhaps  had 
he  ever  had  a  Thought  of  writing  one  of 
them.  Whilft  he  could  have  been  furnifhed  with 
Abundance  of  better  Entertainment  from  o- 
ther  Hands,  he  never  would  have  fought  for 
a  meaner  Satisfaction  from  any  Thing,  of  this 
Nature,  that  he  himfelf  could  produce,  It 
would  then  have  been  a  mighty  Pleafure  to 
him,  to  read  the  Performances  of  others,  a- 
doming  the  various  Subjects  of  Religion  t 
Nor  would  he  have  failed  to  blefs  the  Names 
and  Memories  of  thofe  who  fo  much  contribut 
ed  to  his  Satisfaction. 

THERE  are  indeed  fome  few  who  have 
employed  their  Talents  this  Way,  and  at  the 
fame  Time  that  they  have  done  good  Service 
to  Religion,  have  gained  immortal  Honour 
to  thcmfelves  :  But  yet  after  ail,  there  is  icill 

fuch 
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fuch  a  Scarcity  of  Divirje  Poems,  not with- 
ftsnding  the  great  Variety  of  Divine  Subjects, 
that  a  Man,  whofe  Genius  leads  him  to  fuch 
Kind  of  Entertainment,  muft  either- be  fcon 
at  an  End  of  it,  or  content  himfclf  with 
reading  the  fame  Things  over  and  over  again. 
Therefore,  to  afford  fome  little  new  Supply  to 
the  Readers  ot  Divine  Poems,  is  this  fmall 
Piece  fcnt  abroad  ;  which  tho'  it  be  not  of  the 
fine  it  Sort,  yet,  'tis  hop'd,  may  be  agreeable  in 
fome  Meafure  for  the  very  Novelty  of  it.  Even 
a  coarfe  Dim  of  Meat  will  pleafe  the-  Palat, 
not  only  when  a  Man  is  hungry,  but  when 
he  is  cloyed  with  a  much  finer  Diih  too  often 
fcrved  up  to  him. . 

I  mall  not  -here  renew  the  Complaint,  that 
has  been  fo  often  and  ji.flly  made,  of  the 
criminal  Abufe  of  a  Thing  fo  excellent  and 
facied  as  Poefy  :  Nor  ofter  to  ihew  how 
much  better  Divine  Subjects  do  become  it,  than 
thofe  of  any- other'  Nature/  That  has  been 
done -to  very  good  Purpofe  by  others,  parti 
cularly 
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oularly  the  ingenious  and  pious 
his  excellent  Preface  to  his   Horx  Lyricx,  and 
others  there  mentioned  ,•  and  therefore  I  miift  \ 
not  on  it. 


I  N  reviling  the  following  Poems,  and  pre 
paring  them  for  the  Prefs,  a  good  many  of 
the  fame  Kind,  with  thofe  here  publiihed,  were  j 
thrown  by  ;  and  of  feveral  of  thefe  publiflicd 
as  many  Lines  were  altered  or  dafhed  out,  as 
arc  retained;  which  is  one  Reafon  why  feme 
of  them  are  fo  fhort,  and  touch  their  Subjects 
fo  imperfectly  ;  and  why  in  others  of  them 
there  will,  perhaps,  appear  Gapes  in  the 
Connexion ;  and  why  too,  a  good  many 
of  the  Lines  will  be  thought  more  forced  and 
entangled  than  others.  But  I  was  refolved, 
by  all  Means,  to  make  the  Volume  fmall, 
that  if  it  fhould  not  be  thought  good,  it  fhould 
not  have  another  Fault  of  being  great. 

SUCH  as  underltand  the  true  Propriety  of 
the  -Englijh  Language,,  will,  no   doubt,  ob- 

ferve 
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ferve  a  great  many  Phrafes,  or  Ways  of  fpeak- 
ing  that  will  be  called  Scoticifms,  as  well  as 
wrong  accenting  of  Words,  according  to  the' 
Englijb  Pronunciation  :  But  the  Candid 
Reader  will  be  more  ready  to  excufe  this  Fault* 
when  he  his  told,  that  the  Author  has  had 
no  Advantage  of  knowing  the  Englijh  Tongue, 
but  his  own  Reading,  joined  with  a  little 
Reflexion.  Tho'  he  muft  be  free  to  fay,  that 
there  are  a  good  many  Words  varioufly 
accented  by  the  belt  Ettglijb  Poets  themfelves. 
And  if  the  Senfe  be  plain,  and  the  Thought 
(which  he  has  always  mod  fludied)  be  agree 
able,  he  is  eafy  whether  the  Exprcflion  be  cal 
led  Scots  or  Englifo. 

I  N  the  Poems  of  heroick  Meafure,  it  will 
rer.dily  be  objected,  that  I  have  trefpafled  a- 
gainit  the  great  Examples  of  the  Age,  in 
making  the  Lines  fo  often  run  into  one  ano- 
the",  and  not  ending  the  Senfe  with  the  Co- 
pulet.  But  I  cannot  help  being  of  the  fame 
Opinion  with  the  Reverend  Mr.  Watts,  who, 

in 
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in  his  Preface  to  his  Hor<x  Lyricx,  fays,  "  It 
"  degrades  the  Excellency  of  the  beft  Verfi- 
•"  fication,  when  the  Lines  run  on  by  Copu- 
<c  lets  Twenty. together,  jufHn  the  fame  Pace, 
"  and  with  the  fame  Paufes,  It  fpoils  the 
«  Nobler  Pleafure  of  the  Sound  :  The  Rea- 
cc  der  is  tired  with  the  tedious  Uniformity, 
"  or  charmed  to  Sleep  with  the  unmanly 
cc  Softnefs  of  the  Numbers,  and  the  perpetual 
"  Chime  of  even  Cadencies. 

RHYME  is  reckoned  a  Fettering  of Engliffi 

Verfe,    and   why    double   Fetters   mould    be 

thought  an  Excellency  I    cannot  fee.     I   own 

I  am  one  of  thefe  who  plead  for  the    Ufe   of  | 

Rhyme  in   Englijb  Poefy.     For,  tho'  I   can 

read,  with  a  great  deal   of  Pleafure,    a  good 

Poem  in  Blank  Verfe,  yet  I  think  that  Rhyme 

(where  the  Poem  is  other  wife   good   too)  has 

this    Advantage,    that,    befides   helping    the 

Memory,    it  pleafes  the  Ear,  and  makes   feme 

Amends  for  the  Redundancy  of  Monofyllablcs  I 

in    the  Engltjh   Tongue,    that  fo    often  oc- 


caflon 
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cauon  abrupt  and  harfh  Cadences  at  the  End 
of  Lines.  In  Englijb  Pcefy  one  will  obferve 
that,  generally  fpeaking,  nine  Lines  of  ten 
end  in  Monofyllables:  whereas  in  the  whole 
Works  of  Virgil  there  are  but  a  few  of  that 
Kind  to  be  found.  And  even  thefe,  except 
•where  the  Synaloepha  fmooths  the  Sound,  have 
an  obfervable  harfh  Cadence. 

BUT  yet,  at  the  fame  Time,  I  think,  that 
the  Cure  fhould  not  be  extended  further  than 
the  Difeafe  requires ;  nor  that,  inflead  of  tak 
ing  fome  Help  from  Rhyme  to  gratify  the  Ear, 
the  Senfe  fhould  be  fo  confined  to  it,  as  not  to 
dare  to  ftep  the  length  of  a  Comma  or  Colon 
beyond  it. 

WHETHER  this  fhall  be  thought  a  jtift 
Criticifm  I  know  not,  nor  am  I  much  con 
cerned.  I  only  deliver  it  as  my  own  Opini 
on,  and  what  determined  me,  at  the  fame 
Time  that  I  made  Ufe  of  Rhyme,  to  allow 
the  Scnie  or  Thought  frequently  to  go  beycnd 
*  the 
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the  Copulet.  And  'tis  plain,  that  the  Anci 
ents  obferve  no  fuch  Rule  of  concluding  the 
Senfe  with  the  Copulet,  except  in  the  Elegi- 
acks,  where  the  Nature  of  the  Verfe  feeins  pe 
culiarly  to  require  it  :  Tho',  even  in  thefe, 
there  are  frequent  Exceptions  from  the  Rule. 
Yea,  in  the  Sapphicks  of  Horace,  one 
Stanza  .is  frequently  made  to  run  into  ano 
ther. 

THOSE  of  a  ddioite  Tafte  "in  Poefy,  will 
find  a  great  many  other  Faults  in  the  follow 
ing  Poems.  Nor  indeed  are  they  publiflied 
with  any  View  or  Expectation  of  being 
relimed  by  fuch;  efpecially  if  the  Subjects 
of  them  are  allo  difliked  by  them.  They 
are  chiefly  defigned  for  the  Entertain 
ment  of  pious  and  devout  Minds,  who,  if 
the  Thoughts  pleafe  them,  will  be  ready  to 
cxcufe  the  Faults  and  Defects  of  the  Poefy. 
And  if  they  cannot  be  allowed  to  deferve  the 
Name  of  Poems,  let  them  pafs  for  pious  Me 
ditations  in  a  Poetical  Drefs,  which,  tho'  it 

be 
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be  not  of  the  finefl  Sort,  will  not,  'tis  hopM, 
make  them  lefs  agreeable  even  to,  the  Generali 
ty  of  thofe  who  read  Poems. 

As  for  the  Criticks,if  they  flialldaigiy  to  cad 
tkeir  Eyes  on  this  little  Piece,  and  give  them- 
felves  the  Trouble  of  pointing  out  the  Faults 
and  Blemifhes  of  it,  I  -tell  them  before  Hand, 
I  mall  be  even  with  them,  i.  e.  I  mall  defpifc 
what  they  mall  fay.  -  I  write  neither  for  Re 
putation  nor  Bread,  but -to  miniiter,  as  I  have 
faid,to  the  Satisfaction  offerious  Chriflian Rea 
ders,  into  whofe  Hands  this  little  Book  may 
come.  And  if  that  take  ErYed,  I  have  my 
End.  And  even  tho3  it  fail,  I  can  be  cafy  in 
the  Thought  of  having  deiigned  well. 

Burl  mail  not  detain  the  Reader,  in  fay 
ing  any  Thing  further  touching  the  following 
Poems  ;  they  are  now  printed,  and  let  them 
take  their  Fate.  But  were  I  to  fwell  this 
little  Volume,  with  a  large  and  difproportion- 
cd  Preface,,  my  BuHne&  mould  be  to  recom- 
b  2  mend 
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mend,  not  the  Poems,  but  the  Subject  of  them, 
t»he  Spiritual  Life.  Here  all  the  Rhetorkk  of 
which  I  was  Mailer  fhotild  be  difplayed. 
Oil  this  Subject  I  would  expatiate  with  Plca- 
fure  j  and  if  my  Talent  was  any  better  in 
Profe  than  Pocfy,  I  fhould  not  be  frighted  by 
the  C-nfure  of  Want  of  Proportion  and  De 
corum,  from  making  the  Preface  twice  as 
large  as  the  Volume  to  which  it  is  prefixed  ; 
if  by  this  Means  I  could,  with  any  Succefs,  re 
commend  to  others,  what  I  my  felf  have  fo 
high  an  Efteem  of,  the  Spiritual  Life.  O  the 
Excellency  of  the  Spiritual  Life  !  who  that 
knows  it  by  Experience,  can  fpcak  of  it  with 
out  fomething  of  a  Rapture  i 

I  T  is  indeed  a  myftraous  and  unknown 
Life  to  the  Generality  of  Mankind  ;  but  not 
a  Whit  Ids  real  and  excellent  for  all  that- 
The  Scepticks  may  call  it  li'ljim,  Dekfany 
Fancy,  and  what  they  pleafe  ;  but  fare  I  arn^ 
there  is  more  real  and  folid  Pleafure  in  this 
Ddufion,  than  in  any  other  Conrfe  of  Life  in 

tte 
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the  World  ;  and   if  it  be  a  Delufion,  may  I 
never  be  awakened  out  of  it,  may    I  never  be 

undeceived. 

« 

BUT  why -Delufion ?  Muft  every  Thing  be 
fd  accounted  that  Tome  Men  do  not  under- 
ftand  ?  What  Arrogance  is  this  ?  Would  he 
not  be  laughed  at,  who  knowing  nothing  of  the 
Principles  of  the  Matbematicks,  fhould  pofitive- 
ly  aflfcrt,  that  all  the  Demonftrations  of  that. 
Science  are  nothing  but  Jargon  and-  Non- 
fenfe  ,•  becaufe,  forfooth,  he  comprehends  them 
not  ?  And  who  that  fees  the  Light:  will- 
therefore  doubt  it,  becaufe  One  born  blind 
maintains  that,  there  is  no  fuch  -Thing  as 
Light,  for  this  good*  Reafon  .that  he  fees  it- 
IK*  ?  It  is  long  fince  the  holy  Apoftle  Paul 
faid,  on  the  julteft  Grounds,  and  thofe  not 
peculiar  to  his  Times,  <fbat  the  natural .  Alan  < 
knows  not .  the  fbings.  of  the  Spirit  of  God>; 
for  they  are  Foolifomfs  unto  him,  neither 
he  knorjothemy  lecaitfe  they  are- fpiritualfy 
i  Cor.  ii.  1 4, 

*   3 
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I  F  Men  give  any  Credit  at  all  to  the  holy 
Scriptures,  they  muft  own  that  there  is  fuch  a 
Thing  as  a  Spiritual  and  Divine  Life,  which 
is  raifed  above  the  Perception  of  Senfe  and  na 
tural  Reafon.  What  is  it,  that,  next  to  God 
himfelf,  the  holy  Scriptures,  efpecially  of  the 
New  Teftament,  fpeak  fo  much  of,  as  the 
Grace  of  God  ?  And  what  fhall  we  think  this 
Grace  of  God  is  ?  Shall  we  fay  of  it  as 
Brutus  in  his  fullen  Mood  faid  of  Vertue,  It 
is  only  a  Name  ?  If  we  attend  to  the  Effects 
that  are  afcribed  to  this  Grace  of  God  in  the 
Holy  Scriptures,  we  muft  own  that  it  is  a 
teal,  living,  a<5Uve,  powerful  Principle  planted 
in  the  Hearts  of  Chriftians,  by  which  they 
have  not  only  a  Spiritual  Life  begun  in  them 
in  their  firfl  Converfion  and  Regeneration,  by 
which  they  are  faid  to  be  transformed  into 
ibe  Dp-vine  Likenefs,  made  new  Creatures, 
Partakers  of  a  Divine  Nature  ;  but  are  alfo 
helped  daily  to  advance  in  this  new  and  Spi 
ritual  Life,  and  to  make  Progrefs  In  Holinefs 
and  Goodnefs  towards  Perfe&ion.  B  which 
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Grace  of  God  they  are  enabled  to  perform  the 
Duties  of  holy  Obedience  •>  to  maintain  the 
Exercife  of  Faith,  Love,  Hope,  Patience, 
Contentment,  Reftgnation  and  other  Divine 
Vertues  ;  to  refift  the  Temptations  of  Satan, 
and  of  the  World  ;  to  mortify  the  Lufts  and 
Pafllons  of  their  corrupt  Natures  ;  to  raife 
their  Affe&ions  above  earthly  Things,  to  have 
their  Converfation  in  Heaven,  and  to  partake 
of  a  Divine  exalted  Pieafure  in  the  Performance 
of  their  Devotions  and  fpiritual  Exercife?. 
And  what  is  the  Grace  of  God,  thus  ? 
and  exerting  itfelf  in  the  Souls  of  true  Chri- 
flians,  but  a  Life,  a  Spiritual  and  Divine  Life, 
tho'  carnal  and  nnrenewed  Men  are  Strangers 
to  it  ?  Is  not  the  bleflcd  Spirit  of  God  called 
the  Comforter  ?  But  why  is  that  Name  given 
to  Him,  if  he  does  not  adminifler  Divine  Com 
forts  unto  the  Souls  of  Believers  ?  And  if  there 
be  no  fuch  Thing  as  Communion  with  God, 
or  fpecial,  tho'  fecret  Manifeftations  of  the 
Love  and  Favour  of  God  beftowed  on  good 
Men,  what  is  the  Meaning  of  thefe  Words, 

Job* 
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John™.  21.  He  that  hath  my. Commandment* - 
andkeepeth  them,  he   it  is -that  loveth  me* 
and  he  that  loveth  me  Jhall  be   loved  of   my 
lather,  and  I  will,  love  him,  and  will  manif eft 
myfelf  unto   him.     And   <ver.  .23.  If  a  Man. 
love  me,  he  will  keep  my  Words,  and  my  Fa~ 
they  -will  love  him,  and  we  witt  come  unto  him* 
and  make  oun  Abode  with   him.     And  John. 

j.  Epift.  Chap.  i.  ver.  3. frufy  our  Fellow* 

JJjh.is  with  the    Father.,  and,  with  his  Son 
Jefas  Chrifi     Was  the   Apoftle  Paul  befide 
.,clf,  as  Feftus  once  alledged  he  was,,   or 
did  he  not   fpcak  forth  the  Words   of  Truth* 
and-Scbenufs,  in,  that. excellent  Saying  of  his, 
Gal.  ii.  20.  I  am  crucified   with '  Chrift :  Ne- 
verthelefs  I  live,-  yet   not  Iy  hit  Chrift   liveth 
in  me  ;  and  the  Life  which  I  now  live  in  the 
Tie  fly,  I  live  by  the   Faith  of  the  Son  of  God, 
who  loved  me,,  and  gave  himfelf  for  me  ?  "A- 
greeable  to  which  is  that  fhort,  but  fubftantinl 
Account,  he  gives  us,  both  .of  his  own   Life, 
and.  that  of  true  Chriflians  in  his  Days,  2  Cor. 
v.  7.  For  we  walk  by  Faith,  and.  not  by  Sight. 
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all  thefe  holy  Men,  and  Saints  of 
GOD  under  the  Power  only  of  a  ftrong  Be- 
luficn,  when  they  exprefled  themfelves  in  Terms 
importing  fo  much  of  a  Divine  and  Heav'nly 
Pleafure,  in  their  Approaches  to  GOD,  and 
Intercourfes  with  him  ?  As  particularly  the 
Royal  Pfalmift  David,  in  thefe  Words  of  his, 
Pfal.  iv.  5,  7.  fhere  le  many  that  fay,  W~ho 
willjhow  us  any  Good  ?  Lordy  lift  tbou  up  the 
Light  of  thy  Countenance  upon  us.  <fhou  haft 
put  Gladnefs  in  my  Heart,  more  than  in  the 
fime  that  their  Corn  and  their  Wine  increaf- 
\  eel  And  Pfal.  Ixiii.  3.  —  Bscaufe  thy  loving 
I  Kindttefs  is  better  than  Life  ;  my  Lips  ft  all 
praifc  thee.  fbus-  will  I  Mefs  thee  while 
1 1  roc-  :  I  will  lift  up  my  Hands  in  thy  Nawe. 
My  Scul  pall  be  fatisfed  as  with  Marrow 
and  Fatnefs  ;  and  my  Mouth  Jhall  praife  thee 
ivith  joyful  Lips:  When  I  remember  thee  u- 
fon  my  Bed,  and  meditate  on  thee  in  the  Night 
Watcbcs.Becaufe  thcu  haft  been  my  Help;  there 
fore  in  the  Shadow  of  thy  Wings  will  I  re 
joice.  My  Soul  followetb  hard  after  thee  :  fby  * 
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Right  Hand  upholdeth  me.  Thefe  Seraphick 
Breathings  of  pious  -dfaph,  Pfal.  Ixxiii.  *u?-- 
23.  —  Nevertbelefs,  I  am  continually  with  thee  : 
f boil* baft  holden  me  by  my  Right  Hand,  fhoit 
Shalt  guide  me  with  thy  Counfel,  and  afterward 
receive  me  to  Glory.  P/hom  have  I  in  Heaven- 
but  thee?  And  there  is  none  upon  Earth  that 
I  defire  befides  thes.  My  Flefh  and  my  Heart 
faileth  -,  but  God  is  the  Strength  of  my  Heart y 
and  my  Portion  for  ever.  That  devout  Ad- 
drcfs  of  the  holy  Prophet  Ifaiab,  Chap.  xxvi.  p. 
With  my  Soul  have  I  defired  thee  in  the 
Night ;  yea,  ivith  my.  Spirit  within  me  wi 
1  feek  thee  earfy.  And  that  Triumph  of 
Faith  and  Refignation  with  which  the  Pro-* 
phet  Habakkuk  concludes  his  admirable  Song, 
Chap.  iii.  1 7.  AltW  the  Figtree  Jhatl  not  Uof- 
fom,  neither  -flail  Fruit  be  found  in  the  Vines  > 
the  Labour  of  the  Olives  fii all  faily  and  the 
Fields  Jhall  yield  no  Meat,  the  Flock  flail  le 
cut  off  from  the  Fold,  and  there  flail  le  no 
Herd  in  the  Stalls.  Tet  I  will  rejoice  in  the 
Livitt  joy  in  the  God  of  my  Salvation* 

THESE 


PREFACE.       xxiii 

THESE  Old  Teflament  Saints  knew  very 
well  what  it  is  to  have  Communion  and 
.Fellowfhip  with  God  :  They, were  not  Stran 
gers  to  the  Lire  and  Power  of  Godlihefs,  a»d 
the  exalted  Pleafures  of  the  Divine  Life. 

AND  then  as  to  the  New  Teflament  Saints, 
.read  only  what  the  Apoflle -Peter  fays ,of -them 
with  Reference  to  their  Faith  and  Joy  in 
Chrift,  i  Pet.  i.  8.  Whom  having  not  fan, 
ye  love ;  in  whom  though  now  ye  fee  bim  not, 
yet  believing,  ye  rejoice  'with  Joy  unfpeakable, 
and  full  of  Glory.  Do  not  thefe  Words  breathe 
fcmething  fo  fublime,  fo  rapturous  and  hea 
venly,  as  tranfcends  not  only  the  Senfe .  and 
Experience  of  carnal  and  unrenewed  Men, 
but  even. of  ordinary  Chriftians  themfdves  ? 

I  have  infilled  on  this  Subject  beyond  what 
I  at  firft  intended  :  And  what  has  helped  to 
it,  I  own  is  the  Indignation  with  which  I 
have  read  the  Impious  and  Blafphemous  Ex- 
prcffions  that  feme  of  late  Years  have  vented 

a- 
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againft  ferious  Practical  Godlinefc,  or  which 
is  the  fame  Thing,  the  Spiritual  Life.  Por 
phyry  and  Celfusy  and  their  Succeflbrs  the; 
Scepticks  and  Infidels  of  this  and  the  laft  Age 
never  vented  more  impious  and  bitter  Inve-; 
dives  againit  the  SpcculativeMyfteries  of  Chri-j 
ftianity,  than  they  have  done  againft  the  Pra- 
ftical  Myfteries  thereof.  And  they  are  not 
only  the  open  and  profeft  Enemies  of  Religi-  j 
on,  I  here  mean,  but  even  fome  others  of  a 
better  Character,  and  otherwife  of  no  fmall 
Merit,  who  have  dropt  from  their  Pens,  fuch 
Things  to  the  Difparagement  of  ferious  God- 
linefs,  as  I  would  not,  for  all  the  World 
have  charged  upon  me  at  the  Day  of  Judg 
ment.  O  my  Soul  come  not  thou  into  their 
Secret.,  into  their  Affembly  mine  Honour  be 
thou  not  united. 

I  have  but  one  Thing  further  to  trouble 
the  Reader  with  before  I  conclude,  <viz.  That 
in  the  Poem  intituled,  The  Fleafure  of  Divine 
Love,  where  I  have  taken  the  Liberty  to 

men- 
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mention  the  Names  and  Writings  of  fome  ce 
lebrated  Poets  of  the  Engl'Jh  Nation,  I  have 
ufed  an  Exprelfion  with  Reference  to  one  of 
them,  OJ/Z..  the  lad  there  mentioned,  that,  per 
haps,  may  found  harm  in  the  Ears  of  fome 
Readers.  But,  I  hope  it  will  be  enough  to 
obviate  this  Obje&ion  to  tell,  that  it  is  not 
the  Man  (whoever  lie  be)  but  the  Poet,  I 
mean.  I  pray  God  may  grant  him  Repen 
tance  and  Forgivenefs  for  what  I  cannot  but 
reckon  a  Piece  of  great  Impiety ;  efpecially, 
if  it  be  true,  as  I  am  informed,  tfrat  lie  is  *.\ 
Clergyman. 


Tiki 


The  CONTENT 


S. 


Page 
\ 

4 
6 
8 

\  o 
u 


PAradifd  &r  a  MJb  for 
The  Summary* 
Advantage  of  early  Piety, 
The  fecure  Sinner  awakened, 
A  Penitential  Refentment, 
A  Penitential  ConfeJJion, 
A  Plea  of  Taith  for  Par  den,-  j  7 

Another  Plea  of  Faith,  19 

far  don,  20 

I6<?  Promife-,,  or   a  Paraphrase  071  Ifaiah  liv.  from 

v.  6.  to  ii.  2.1 

A  Thankfgiving  for  Pardon,  Pfal.  ciii.  from  v..    j* 

f0  6.  and  from  v.  20  t^  End,  paraphrased,     26 
A  grateful  Thought,  29, 

The  Light  of  Faith*  30 

The  Admiration,  37 

Chriftian  Duty>  39 

The  Refolution^  47 

Breathings  after  Obedience*  Pfal.  cxix,,  from  r*  I. 

ft-  32.  paraphrased,  48 

•52 
63 

'*i 

67 

70 

74 
77 


A  Triumph  over  Temptation, 

Another  Song  of  Triumph,  Pfal  cxviii.  y. 

i«5,  16,  17,  1:9,  paraphrased, 
Chrifl'ian  Armour^ 
T-&e  Z£/e  of  /•«/{/&, 

Excellency  cf  Divins  'JLcve^ 
e  of  Div'ms  Lwc9 


, 


The  CONTENTS. 

The  Tranfport,  c© 

Real  Inter  ceurfe,  $2 

Holy  Dread,  84 

Gn  the  fame  Sub\eft3  86 

Defire,  87 

Imitation,  $9 

Purity,  91 

In  Allufion  to  Ifaiah  vi.  v.  I.  tf  7*                          92 

Zeal,   [  94 

Humility,  9$ 

The  Humility  and  Meeknefs  tf  C  H  ft I S  Ty              96 

Patience,  101 

Hope,  1 04 

Contcntmen  T,  1 06 

The  Ape/lie  Paul'*  Content mtn^>  109 

Rejignattoti,  1 1 1 

CHRIST'S  Refignation,  112 

Self -valuation,  1 .1 4 

Doing  Good,  116 

CHRIST  the  Bwefaftor,  118 

Prayer,  1 1 9 

begging,  121 

enriching,  1 23 

Fraife,  124 

Pfal.  cxxxix.  paraphrafcd  "frith  r.  ],  fa  l^,  126 

Providence,  132 

Secret  Goodnefs,  i  54 

4'j  Prcgreflive  Goodnefs-y..  rg<; 

Faith  feeing  CHRIST,  136 

T/j(?  Impatience  ]o^ 

CHRI  ST  all  in  all;  I33 

f<      The  gocd   Samaritan*,.  j-^o 

ij      T/6c-  wandring  Heart1, 

1° 

•:|    Mi&tius 

11 


The    CONTENTS; 

The  DzJttfion, 

On  the  LORD*s   Day, 

A  Thought  for  the  LOR  D*s  Day  Morning, 

On  ths  Holy  Scriptures, 

Tuhlick  Worjbipj  Pfal.  lxxxiv./n?/»  v.  I.  to  II 

parapbrafed, 
Fafting, 

The  Declenfiony 
The  Supply, 

The  inconflant,  iW7 

A  Preparatory  Thought  for  the  LOR  D*s  Supper,  167 
A  Penitential  Exercife  before  the  LORD**  Supper, 17 4. 
A  Thanksgiving  after  the  LORD's  Supper,  Pfal. 

cxvi.from  v.  I  to  13.  parapbras'd} ,  180 

Experience, 

Contempt  of  the  WorU> 
Improvement  of  Time ^ 
Time   matched^ 
Satisfaction, 

A   Hymn  to  the  Holy  Spirit y 

The  Advantage  of  a  good  Confiiefjcet ,  207 

Enoch  walked    voith   G  O  2?,  209 

Heavenly  Mindednefs,  2io 

The  Death  of  the  Righteous,  212 

A  Death-bed  Ejaculation^  213 


145 
i$i 
152 


/  -f 

161 

162 
164 
165 


•8$ 
189 
190 
191 


The  Reader  will  be  pleafed  to  corred 
the  following  Errors  of  the  Prefs, 

PAge  13.  Line  12.  for,  and  twift,  read  trvifted,  p. 
24.  1.  9.  for  quite,  r.  quit.  p.  37.  1.  I.  for  I'm,  r. 
I've,  p.  39.  1.  3.  for  'tis,  r.  its,  p.  «J4«  !•  n«  for  where, 
,  p.  62.  1.  3.  for  the,  r.   */&£/>,  p.  81.    1-  $.    for 


they,  r.  ^,  p.  143.  1.  10.  for  has,  r.  baft,  p.  149.  1. 
for  Inapofture,   r.  Jwpoftcr,  p.  2oS.  1.  2.  for  with,  r. 


:ct 


Spiritual  Life. 


Taradife  :   Or  a  Wifh  for 


i. 

Tc  K   efthis  woild,    and  all  its  toys, 
My  anxious  foul  longs  to  take  wing, 
In  queft  of  more   fubflantial  joys, 
And  flowing  from  a  purer  fpring.  ' 

II. 
O  heav'nly  country  !    beauteous  land  ! 

The  native  feat  of  blifs  fmccre  : 
A 
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When  fhall  I  on  thy  frontier  ftand, 
And  fay  my  home,  my  reft  is  here  ? 

II  I. 

How  pure  the  air!  how  fweet  the  clime  ! 
How  foft  the  endlefs  fummer  day  ! 
Here  no  viciflitudes  of  time. 
No  carking  cares  wear  life  away. 

IV. 

Eternal  health  reigns  in.thefe;fields 
Of  light,  and  lore,  and  fmiling  joy  : 
Each  glorious  fcene  a  pleafure  yields, 
That  might  eternity  em-ploy. 

V. 

How  fair  the  fruit,  for  ever  ripe, 
That  bend  the  trees  on  which  they  grow! 
How  pure  the  ftreams  (life's  double  type; 
That  from  perennial  fources  flow  ! 

V  I. 

What  flpw'ry  banks'!   what  fhady  groves  \ 
What  labyrinths  of  art  divine  ! 
What  images  of  heav'nly  loves, 
And  beauties,  here,  unfpotted  (hiae! 
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vi  r,' 

O  Paradife !    O  heav'nly  reftl 
Of  pious  minds  the  bled  repdfe  V 
"Where  true  ambrbfial  fweets  'cm  feaft," 
And  youth  more  blooming  ever  grows. 

VIII. 

Where  no  difeafe,  nor  fretting  pain, 
Nor  envy  four,  nor  "bitter  ft  rife, 
Nor  any  forrows  place  obtain1, 
To  pall  the  joys  of  perfeft  life! 

I  X. 

"Where  vain  amufements,  idle  hours, 
Impertinence  ftill  holding  forth, 
For  ever  are  fhut  out  of  doors ; 
And  nothing  dwells  but  iinifh'd  worth. 

X. 

Where  faints  with  faints  delighted  walk, 
And  angels  as  companions  join  ^ 
And,  whilft  with  open  hearts  they  talk, 
How  wife  they  grow  in  things  divine ! 

A';2  XI.  Where 
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X  I. 

WLere  GOD  himfelf  keeps  royal  court  5 
V*f  here  JE*  u  s>  lovely  JESUS,  dwells  $ 
A*d,  as  they  to  his  throne  refort, 
He  all  his  charms  to  them  reveals. 

X  I  I. 

0h  couM  my  foul,  wing'd  like  a  dove^ 
Take  flight,  to  this  fair  EDEN  bent: 
Till  I  have  reach'  d  thefe  joys  above3 
I'll  ne'er  arrive  at  true  content. 


The  Summary. 

In  Allupon  to  P  s  A  L.  Ixxi.  ver,  $)  6. 
I. 

"VT  O  u    ask  my  hiftory  ?  The  fum 
**"      Of  it,  in  a  few  words  receive, 
Words  which  with  pleafure  I  repeat, 
Andj  on  my  heart,  would  fain  engravc» 

II.  O 


Life. 

II. 

O  Gon,  my  GOD,  thou  art  my  hope, 
cc  The  objeft  of  my  youthful  truft  \ 
<c  Thy  care  has  me,  fince  I  was  born, 
<(  A  child  of  providence  ftill  nurs'd. 

I  II. 

c<  By  thee,  I  fcrft  breath'd  vital  air  j 
ce  Into  thy  arms  dropt  from  the  womb : 
<c  Me,  thy  embraces,  for  times  paft, 
ct  Have  bore,  and  lhall  for  times  to  come.' 

IV. 

'*  Thus  thine  by  nature,  and  by  ties 
f<  Of  gratitude,  my  being   fhall, 
cc  Long  as  it  lads,  proclaim  tire  praife 
**  Of  GOD   the  .author  of  my  all 


The 
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The  Advantage  of  an  Edrly  <Piety. 

T  T  O  w  happy  are'  thefe  favourites  of  heav'n, 
-"''•*'    To  whom  die-grace  of  GOD,  betimes,  isgiv'n  5 
By  which  preferv'd  from  youth-beguiling  fnares, 
They  grow,  apace,  in  virtue  as  in  years. 
How  pleafant:*tis  to  fee  the  blooming  boy, 
The  fir  ft  attention  of  his  years  employ, 
In  ferving  his  Creator,  whofe  commands 
Are  but  the  print  of  his  late  forming  hands! 
When,  early,  enter'd  on  religion's  ways, 
The  hopeful  child,  amongft  his  firft  elTays, 
Lilps  out  his  heav'nly   Father's  mighty  name, 
In.  prav'r  and  praife  ;  and  ripens  in  his  aim. 
'When,  like  bled    JESUS:>  now  at  twelve  arriv'd,    ' 
'(Th*  example  was  for  youth's  behoof  eontriv'dj 
He  makes  his  pious   difpofltion  known, 
And  minds  his  Father's  bus'nefs,  and  his  own. 
O  youth-,  the --.happieft  time  *of  mortal  age,  . 
.'•-.fpiru'ual  warfare  to  engage  5 
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Before,  the  pow'r  of  evil  habits  grow 

Too  ftrong  for  future  difcipline  to   bow: 

Before,  old  Satan,  by  his  fubtile  art, 

Get  full  pofteflion  of  the  youthful  heart  : 

Refolv'd  to  hold  it  fubjeA  to  his  might  ; 

Proudly  ufurping  die  Creator's  right. 

Before,  the  world's  enchanting  vanities 

Allure  the  pallions,  and  the  mind  entice, 

To  follow  them,  in  a  delufive  chace  ; 

Flatt'ring,  but  never  filling  the  embrace. 

Before  ftrong  lufls,  with  lawlefs  rage,  combine 

To  conquer  reafon's  force,  and  undermine 

The  good  impreffions  education  gave  ; 

And  both  the  body  and  the  foul  enslave. 

How  giy  a  thing  is  early  piety  ! 

How  lovely  are  the  charms  that  beautify 

The  young,  the  'zealous,  heav'n-ward  bending  faint ! 

So,  in  the  orchard,  looks  the  rifing  plant, 

Whofe  fruit  mature,  its  verdant  boughs  adorn  5 

A -id  all  its  aged  neighbours  feems  to  fcorn. 

•O- f  bleft  be  GOD,  who,  by  his  grace  beftow'd, 

I::c]in'd  mc3  early,  to  religion's  road> 

The 
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The  happy  days  of  youth's  fweet  period,  ftiil 
A/Ford  me  pkafure,  and  fa*  ever  will. 
Oh  !  had  my  riper  years 'kept  pace  in  xeal» 
With  thofe  of  youth,  what  wonders  could  I  tell 
Of  the  fpiritual -life  ?  whilft, -now  alace  •! 
I  fcareely  its  firil  principles  can  tracer 


The  fecure  Sinner  awakened. 


'S 


T  OT,   though tlefs  wand'rer,    ft°P  a"d  look 

around, 

"  'Tis  all,  on  which  thou  tread'ft,  enchanted  ground? 
e<  Wake,  wake,  and'fee  thy  fate  !  but  one  ftep  more, 
"  And  ah!-thou'rt  loft  beyond  redeeming  pow'r  ! 
Ha!-, .plainly  fo  !  ah  me  !  th'illufions  fled,, 
I  fee  how  near  to  death ••  I  fearlefs  tread  : 
Below^  yen  firy  gulf  extended-  lies, 
And  o'er  it,  hangs  this  dreadful  precipice ! 
Jud  at  the  brink  of  which  I'm  come,  before 
I  was  aware :  ab  !  juft  not  tumbl'd  e'er. 
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Amazing  fight: !   how  many  fouls  here  loft ! 

What  millions  on   the  firy  billows  toft. 

With  fhiitlefs  moans,   lament  themfeives  undone, 

Plung'd  in  the  woes  they  wou'd  not,  timely,  Ihun  • 

The  fame,  O  horror  !  now  had  been  my  fate, 

( If  yet  there's  left  a  way  for  my  retreat) 

Had  not  kind  'heav'n,  that  watch'd  me,  fent  this  call^ 

When  I  was  tott'ring,  to  prevent  my  fall. 

O  fond  deluflon  !  whither  am  I  brought, 

Without  one  ferious,  one  relenting  thought  ? 

Rufhing  through  th'oufand  dangers  unobferv'd3 

And,  by  a  train  of  miracles  preferv'd  ; 

Till' now  'twixt  life  and  death,  hope  and  defpaira 

Amaz*d  I  wait  the  doubtful  iffue  here  ! 

So  the  night  Walker,  fearlefs,  dares  to  climb 

O'er  walls,  and  tops  of  houfes,  in  his  dream  $ 

He  fancies  all  a  plain,  till  by  the  cries 

Of  the  fpeftators  wak'd,  he  foon  efpies 

His  danger,  on  each  fide,  and  giddy  grown, 

Hangs  trembling,  by  the  tile,  or  tumbles 
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A  Tenitcntial  Refentmenf. 

IBlufh,O  GOD,  towards  heav'n,  to  lift  my  eyes  y 
Lead  I,  with  looks  impure,  pollute  thy  skies* 
I  tremble,  LORD,  when  I  prefume  to  fpeak, 
Leaft  my  vile  breath,  thy  fleeping.  thunders   wake. 
So  oft  have  I,  thy  terrors  all  defy'd, 
Thy  laws  tranfgrefling,  with  a  daring  -pride, 
That,  now,  I  fear  repentance  comes  too  late  ; 
And  pray'rs  ihall  only  urge  my  ling'ring  fate. 
Oh  !  wretch  forlorn,  where  Ihall  I  fhelter  find} 
Hid  from  anv angry  Go«3  and' guilty  mind  ? 
What  'do,  what  TufFer,  to  avert  the  blow 
Of  threatned  vengeance,  dire  impending  woe  ? 
O  GOD,  I  my  prodigious  folly  fee^ 
Jn  waging  fuch  unequal  war  with  thee;! 
A  worm  may  bear  a  mountain  without  pain," 
As  well  as  I  one  frown  of  thine  fuilain. 
O  break  my  heart,  burft  forth  in  floods  of  tears: 
,  wade  away  my  Hfe:  with  rueful  cares: 
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Let  raging  forrows,  through  my  bofom  fo.ll; 
Let  bitter  anguilh  ev'ry  joy  controul  : 
Let  fighs,  and  groans,  and  all  the  pomp  of  woe 
Concur,  my  deep  unfeign'd  diftrefs  to  Ihow. 
Tho'  fuch  poor  woes  heav'n's  rage  can  ne'er  Jittone, 
['11  facrifice  them,  to  appeafe  mine  own, 
ff,  on  niy  fins,  reveng'd  I  cannot  be, 
[  fhall,  to  purpofe,  foolifli  heart  on  thee. 


A  Penitential  Confeffion  of  Sin. 

Ps  AL.  li.  from  ver.  i.  to  ver.   12.  pa- 

IT?        '  '  •     *•    j 

rafhras  d. 

1. 

T  T  A  v  E  mercy,  LORD,  cl-ie  I'm  undone, 
f"        Thy  boundlcfs  mercy,  LORD,  I  ccare  : 
Thy  mercies  infinite  alone 
Surpafs  m/ifins.,  and  can  me  fa\&e. 

II, 

Oh  !  thai  the  multitudes  of  tbofc, 
The  heaps  of  tbffc  might  coyer  o'er  ; 

As 
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«  As  when  the  ocean  overflows 

"  The  fands,  that  ly  along  the  fhorc. 
III. 

O  !  wafh  me,  for  I'm  monftrous  foul  ; 

As  hell  itfelf  impure  am  I  ; 

Wafh  white,  my  black  and  ugly  foul  ; 

Fm  iick  of  my  deformity. 

IV. 

My  fins,  -which  thou,  O  GOD,  know'fl  well, 
My  willing  tongue  recounts  to  thee  : 
Beiide  my  .fins  what  .can  I  tell? 
Befide  my  fins  I  nothing  fee. 

V. 

Before  my  eyes,  they  ever  walk, 
And  kill  me,  with  upbraiding  glare  : 
The  frightful  fpeftres  ever  ftalk, 
And  in  my  fac-e,  for  ever,  flare. 

VI. 

'Gainft  thee  I've  always  finn'd,  my  GOD  ; 
Whatever  others  may  complain, 
Still  under  foot  thy  honour  trod, 

And  weunded/ through  their  fides3  has  been. 

VII.  Shoul 
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VII. 

Should  GOD   my  judge,  who  witnofl   v 
Me,  for  my  crimes,  to  death  condemn, 
I'd  own  the  juftice  of  his  laws  ; 
The  righteous  fentence  loud  proclaim. 

VIII. 

Lo  !  from  my  origin  Tin  vile  ; 
Guilt,  my  conception  overfpread  : 
I  mourn  the  flreams  that  me  defile; 
I  mourn  the  corrupt  fountain-head. 
IX. 

When  forming,  in  the  womb,  I  lay, 
Fermenting  fin  mix'd  with   my  feeds: 
Its  venom  poifon'd  all  my  clay; 
And  twill  itfelf,  with  all  my   threeds. 

X. 

Lo  !   thou,  with   candid  honefty, 
O  GOD   of  truth,  delighted  art: 
No  fight  more  pleafing  is  to  thee, 
Than  an  ingenuous  holy  heart. 


I  X.  Ah 
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x  r. 

Ah!  this  I've  loft,   and  now  lament 
My  filly  frauds,  as  vile,  as  vain  : 
Oh,  make  me  wifely  penitent, 
That  I  thy   favour  may' regain^ 

X  I  I. 

0  purge  me,  purge  with  hyfop,  LORD, 

1  mean  the  virtue  of  thy  grace  ; 
That  virtue,  if,thou  fpeak'ft  the  word, 
Shall  my  tranfgreffions  quite  efface. 

XI  II. 

My  pure  and  fpotlefs  innocence, 
The  whiteft   fnow    fhall,  then,  outvie  J 
No  relia  of  the  lead  offence, 
Shall,  then,  provoke  thy  jealous  eye. 

xi  v. 

O  do  the   worTc,  moil  gracious  GOD  \ 
Let  me,  thy  joyful  pardon,  hear. 
Difcharge  my  foul  of  this  great  load 
Of  guilt^  and  grief  Hie  cannot  bear. 


xv.  q 
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XV-. 

O  turn  away  thy  holy  eyes. 
Behold  not  my  provoking   crime*: 
O'"take  the  record  (mercy  cries') 
And  dafli  out  all  the  hated  lines, 

XVI. 

In  me,  create  a  clean  heart,  LORD, 
The  work  mud  a  creation  be: 
As  man  was,  fir  ft,  made,  by  thy   word, 
Such  a  new  creature  make  of  me* 

X  V  I  L 

My  naughty  fp'rit,  like  a  machine 
Whofe  wheels  are  broken,  ufelefs  lies; 
My  fp'rit  refit,  O  GOD,  again, 
With  motions,  holy    fre«  and  wife. 

XVIII, 

Caft  me  not  off,  wild,  and  forlorn  s 
The  curfe  of  Cain  I  cannot  bear  ; 
An  exile,  chas'd  from  Gotr,  with  fcorn, 
Is  the  worft  hell  that  I  can  fear. 

B  2  XIX.  Thy 
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XIX. 

Thy  holy  Spirit,  whom  I've  grlevM> 
So  oft,  O  take  not  quite  away. 
««Go  on,  and  dy,  as  you.  hare  liv'd, 
O- never,  LoR.i>5  O  never  far* 

XX. 

Let  joy  arife  in  my  fad  heart, 
The  joy  of  thy  falvation  dear  : 
Thy  gracious  fuccours,  LORD,  impart; 
Prevent  my  finking  in  defpair. 

XXI. 

For  this,  I  lhall  thy  praife  proclaim, 
With   grateful  pleafure,  all  my  days  s 
For  this,  be  zealous  to  reclaim 
Tr^r/greftbrs  from  their  evil  ways* 


II 


' 
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A  Tka  of  Faith  for  Tar  don  of  Sin. 

L 

O  thee,  dear  Saviour,  cleaves  my_heart$ 

My  eager  foul  takes  hold  on  thee  : 
Oh  fay  not,  fay  not,    cc  Wretch,  depart  • 
"  With  hands  polluted,  touch  not  me. 

II. 

To  whom,  LORD,  ihould  a  finner  go, 
But  to  a  Saviour  ;     turn  thy  face  : 
I  cannot,  will  not,  let   thee  go, 
Till  I  have  IhaPd  forgiving  grace. 

r  i  r. 

O  let  thy  mercy,  for  me,  plead  ; 
Oh  \  hear  thine  own   compailions  cry  : 
A  friend  is  known  in  time  of  need  , 
T^e  fiiend  art  thou,  the  needy  I, 

B  3  W>  Hear 
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I  V. 

• 

Hear  thy  own  vocal  blood,  O  hear 
How  many  tongues  !  hoxv  many  cries  ! 
^  O  fpare,  the  malefa&or  fpare, 
cs  Who,-  to  the.  refuge-city,  flies. 

V. " 

I'm  filthy,  LORD,  to  a  degree  ;  • 

•Dif&as'd,  all  over,  is   my  foul ; 

But,  'tis  an  eafy  thing,  for  thee 

To  Jay,  <c  Poor  man,  be  clean,  be  whole. 

V  I. 

Lo  !  open'd  wide  (the  fountain  {lands. 
The  fountain  of  thy  precious  blood  ; 
I  put  my  life,  LOUD,  in  thy  hands, 
-And  plunge  into  the  facred  flood.  . . 


Amtbe? 
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Another  Flea  of  Faith. 
i. 

HO  w  well  ihe  touch'd,  who  virtue  drev7 
From  Him  behind  his  back  ! 
f  I  the  happy  fecret  knew, 
I  fhould  not  virtue  lack* 

II.- 

How  brave.  Centurion,  was  thy  faith? 

Could  I  believe  like  thee, 

'y  foul,  thos  at   the  point  of  death, 

To  life-reftor'd  Ihould  be. 

III. 
•f*A  Cane?  nits  purfues  her  fuit, 

Repuls'd  fhe  pleads  again, 
Pirm  ftands  her  faith,  and  refoltite  ; 

She  will,  'fhe  muft  obtain. 

IV. 

Why  may  'nt  then  others  ?  why  may'nt  I 

JBelieve  as  well  as  they  ? 

Sure 

.  20.    1!  .Matth*  8,  5,    <t  Mattk.  15.  22. 
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Sure  faith  is  no  monopoly,  - 
Nor  grace  giv'n  all  away. 
V. 

JESUS,  my  Saviour,  /  believe ', 
Help  thou  my  un-beliefy 

Lo  !  hope  I  dawning  now  perceive/ 
My  heart  fbrbodes  relief. 


Pardon. 

AN  angel  !   no,  a  much" diviner  powjr 
Home  to  my  bread,  the  blefTed  tydings  bore* 
J,  rather^  felt,  than  heard  the  meflfage  go 
Down  to  my  heart,  and  fpeak  I  know  not  how;  ' 
But  deeply  fixt,-  Fiw  fure,  it  there  remains  ; 
<*  Turn,  now,  thy  forrows  into  joyful  ftrainss 
<c  Sinner,  thy  pardon's  feal'd ;  proclaim  the  grace 
<c  Of  him,  \vh.o,  dearly,  merited  thy  peace. 
O  \Yelcome  news !  foon  as  my  Saviour  fpoke  5  ' 
All  my  affli&ing  bonds  afunder  broke  5 


Spiritual  Life. 

joyful  freedom,  in  my  foul,  enfu'd, 
I,  from  that  moment,  date  my  life  renew'd. 
O  GOD,  my  Saviour,  what  returns  can  Ihow 
The  obligations  to  thy  grace  I  owe  ? 
lad  I  a  thoufand  hearts,  with  love,  to  flame  } 
A  thoufand  tongues,  thy  praifes  to  proclaim, 
To  thee,  I'd,  gladly,  facriiice  them  all, 
Lnd  only  grudge  my  oflPring  was  too  {mail, 

*PS 

But  hark  !  his  voice  divine,  methinks  I  hear 
\7hifp'ring,  again,  glad  tydings  in  my  ear: 
Hufh  all  my    pow'rs,   and   reverently  bend, 
his  fecond  heav'nly  meffage  to  attend. 


The  Tromife. 

SAT  AH  liv.  from  ver.  6.  to  vera  n^ 
Paraphrased 

I 

A    S   mourns  the  penfive,  folitary  bride, 
^*-  Scorn'd,and  her  youthfu1  husband's  love  deny'd* 
ilft  the  fierce  anger  of  his  jealous  mind, 

Amoves  her,  widow'd  by  divorce  unkind; 

Or, 
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Or,  when  thus  punifh'd,  for  her  broken  vow>  ~ 
She,  penitent,  would  plight  her  faith  anew  : 
So  have  I  feen  thee  mourn,  and  fo,  complain'; 
But  now  .'11  love  and  comfort  thee  again  ; 
So  faith  thy  GOD,  fo  will  he  do 
Who  is  thy  Maker,  and  thy  Husband  too  5 

II." 

Tho'  fad,  yet  fiiort  has  been  the  fpace 
Of  my  difpleafure,  and  of  thy  difgrace  ; 
But  how,  that  mournful  feafon  o'«v 
A  feafon  to  return  no  more; 
With  all  the  warmth  of  love  divine, 
That,  from  my  heart,  can  pafe  to  thine, 
With  all  the  fmiles,  that,  in  my  face 
Difplay'd,  can  fpeak  my  deareft  grace, 
JLo!  thee,  fair  penitent,  lo  !  thee  I  now  embrace 
Tho*  time  fhall  end,  there  n£!er  &all  be 
A  period  of  my  love  to  thee  : 
Kor  fhall  the  diftant  day  arifc,  to  tell 
That  once  I  iov'd  thee,  but  not,  now,  fo  well. 

S 
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So  faith  thy  GOD,  fo  ihall  it  be, 
Believe  his  word,  for  fo  faith  he 
Whofe  love  lafts,  like  himfelf,    to  all  eternity; 

II  I. 

When  -righteous  Noah  grace  obtain'd, 

To  faye  a  remnant  of  mankind  ; 

The  fwelling  floods -bore  hiiiij.on  high, 

A  traveler  where, 

Through  tra&s  of  air, 
The  birds,  before,  were  wont  to  fly. 

A : ' 

Butx  when  I  fpoke,  the  floods  obey'd  /; 
Proud  as  they,  were,  they  homage  paid, 
And  downward,  quickly,  rolFd  their  tide, 
Within  old  limits -to  abide: 
And,  then,  the  weary  ark  took  reft  ; 
And,  then,  to  (both  the  patriarch's  bread. 
Which   fluftuated  ftill,  with  cares, 
Tumultuous  jealoulies  and  fears, 
By  my  Almighty  felf,  I  fwore, 
That,  whilft   the  reins  are.  in, .my  hand, 
Which  £uide  the  unirerfe,  wkh  uncontrouFd   com- 
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The  waters  of  abyfs,  no  more,' 
Joining  with  haughty   ocean's  ftore. 
Their  bars  lhall  break, 
And  licence  take, 

To  fpread  their  daring  floods^    o'er  the  forbidden 
land« 

I  V. 

Ev'n  To,  my  darling,   has  it  been  with  thee  : 
So  delug'd  thou,   hail,  fo,  been  fav'd  by  me. 
So  have  I  caus'd,  thy  for  rows,    to  abate ; 
So,  n0w,   to  g^ad  thee,  peace  I   intimate  ; 
And  fo   have  1  confirm'd  it3    by  my  oath, 
That  nev..r,  will  1,  with  thee,  more,  be  wroth* 
*c  Look  uo,  and  fee  the  peaceful  bow 
ce  Arch'd  round  my    re-con  iled  brow  j 
«e  Believe   thy  felf,  in   fafety,  now, 

<e  As  ever  thou  lhalt  be, 
«  Like  Noah,  with  thank  off  'rin^s,  facrifice  to  me. 

V. 

But  feas  and  floods  fo  reftlefs-  are, 
High  banks  and  fhorcs  their  rage  muft  bar, 

And  bridle  their  fierce  threats. 

But 
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But,  fure,  the  mountains  are  not  fo  ; 
ong  will  it  be  e'er  they  a  traveling  go, 
And  leave  their  ancient  feats  : 
And,  yet,  unlefs  you  can  fuppofe, 
The  mountains  fhall  quit  their  repofe, 
And  all  the  hills,  at  once,  take  flight, 
And  vanifn,  ever,  out  of  fight: 
Then  be  affur'd,  that  my  firm  love, 
Once  fixt  on  thee,  lhall  ne'er  remove, 

Nor  lefs  indulgent  grow. 
Yea  knew,  my  darling,  know 
That,  tho'  there  furely  comes  a  day, 
"When  ev'ry  mountain,  ev'ry  ifle, 
Shall  fly,  on-  wings  of  flame,  away : 
When  all  above,  and  all  below, 
The  works  of  nature,  and  of  art, 
The  world,  fo  beauteous  in  each  part£ 
Shall  burn  its  own  great  funeral  pile  : 
Ev'n  then,  my  cov'nant,  made  with  thee* 

The  cov'nant  of  my  peace, 
Infur'd  by  the  veracity, 
And  ftedfaft  purpofe  of  my  grace, 

C  Uir 
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Unmov'd  fliall  ftand  :    and  ib  lhall  thou 
By  it  incircl'd,  and  all  round  thee,  view 
The  univerfal  havock  of  that  dreadful  day. 
So  faith  tk^r  GOD,  who  is  fo  kind  to  thee! 
S^Tthy  Redeemer  faith,  and  fo  it  fare  lhall  be. 


5 
0 

A  Thank/giving  for  Pardon. 

\. 

P  s  A  L.  cm.  from  vcr.  i.  f0  6.  antfrem  \ 
ver.   20.  ^<?  £W,  Paraphrased.  \\ 


s 


Blefs  the  LORD,  my  foul  excite 

Thy  felf,  his  praifes  to  proclaim 
Let  all  thy  cheerful  pow'rs  unite, 
To  magnify  his  holy  name. 

II. 

O  blefs  the  LORD,  my  foul,  blefs  thou 
Thy  benefactor,  with  delight  : 
O  ever  blefs,  O  ever  glow 
His   matclilefs  favours  to  recite. 


III.  At 
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III. 

i  At  what  a  price,  would'ft  thou  have  bought 

The  pardon  of  thy  fins,  before  ? 
I  He  has  difcharg'd  them   all,  for  nought  ; 
!  His  grace  has,  freely,  quit  the  fcore, 
IV. 

Difeafes,  many  as  the  parts 

Of  which  thou'rt  made,  afflicled  thee  ; 

ATI  thy  difeafes,  wounds  and  fmarts, 

Compaffionately  cur'd  has  he. 
V.  ' 

When  vengeance,  drefs'd    in  dread  array, 

Stood  hov'ring  o'er  thy  guilty  head  j 

He  fpoke  impending  death  away, 

And  plac'd  falvation,  in  its  (lead. 
VI. 

"With  mercies  numberlefs  as  great, 

He  has  thee,   as  his  fav'rite,  crown'  d. 

How  gay  is  thy  renewed  ftate  ? 

."What  Imiling  joys,  thee  circle  round? 


C2  VII. 
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VII. 

His  bounteous  (lores  arc  open'd  wide : 
For  bleffings,  ever  frefh,  make  room. 
How  dull  the  eagle's  youthful  pride, 
Ccmpar'd  with  thy  renewed  bloom  I 

VIII. 

O  ye  exalted  heav'nly  pow'rs, 
Ye  angels  that  his  prefence   throng, 
My  praifes  wing,  on  high,  with  your?, 
Accent  my  notes,    aiftft  my  fong. 

IX. 

O  b^efs  the  LQR'D,  with  me,  O  blefs 
Ye  numerous  hofts,  ye  various  ranks 
Of  beings  he  created  has; 
O  join,  with  mine,  your  folemn  thankt* 

X. 

Ye  are  his  feryants,  and  his  praife 
A  task  is,  that  belongs   to  you; 
O  all  his  creatures  join  to  raife 
The  tribute  that,  to   him,  is  due... 


XL  And 
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x  r. 

jAnd  thou  my  foul,  with  thy  be  ft  art, 
Begin  and  clofe  the   harmony  : 
hile  lafts  thy  being,  bear  'thy  part; 
blefs  the  LORD  "eternally. 

A  Grateful  Thought. 

U  R  E,    on  the  earth,  there  are  but  few 
Indebted  more  to  heav'n's  free  grace  : 

And  can'ft  thou,  then,  my<  foul,  can'ft  thou; 

Let  thy  loud  praifes  ever  ceafe  ? 

Hut  ah  !   dear  LO&D,  what  call  I  praife  ? 

Poor  words,  and  thoughts,  like  mine,  can  thefe 
Merit  fo  great  a  name  ? 

Can  e'er  my  weak  and  Greeting  breath 

Bring  an  acceflibn  to  thy  fame  ? 

In  heav-n,  where  faints  and  angels  praife; 

The*y  fpeak  fl'range  things,  in  fuch  ftrange  \vaysj 

As  canndt  utter'd  be  on  eartli. 

Yet,  flncc,  dear  LO^D,  thou  do'ft  allow, 

ThceSvill  I  praife,  nvith  "all  m'y  pow'r  ; 

C  3  With 
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With  willing  mind,  my  mite  -I'll  throw 
Into  thy  treafury's  wealthy  (lore  : 
And  may  my  ufelefs  being  ceafe, 
To  me  Qxtinguilh'd  fre  the  fenfe  of  blifs,1 
When  e'er  I  breath  one  faint  defire,  .my   Go;Dyt» 
jpraife.  .thee.  lefs. 

.as  32 

The  Light  of  Faith. 

E,A  s  O  NJ  tho5  honor  to  your  name  is  duea 
You  muft  .before  fuperior   merit  bow. 
Whilft,  in  a  humbler  fphere,  you  ufeful  ihine> 
Faith  lifts  her  eyes  to  obje&s  more  divine* 
Betore  the  birth  of  time,  by  faith,  .we  fee 
The  traftlefs  maxe  of  pail  eternity  : 
Whilft  GOD    was  all  :   and  .in  his  mind  difplay'd, 
The   yail  defign  of  future  worlds  furvey^d. 
When  mercy  all-divine^  to  ihow  her  grace,. 
To  the  fore feen,  apoftate  Iramaa  race^ 
Awoke  eternal  wifdoni  to   her  aid., 

ivhicli  the   £jna/.ing  projetf:  laid, 


\\. 

1 


V.  -V, 
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v'hqfe  glorious  {likes-  fet  redeeming   love, 

'he  praifes  of  creating  power,  above* 

tupendious  heights  !    O  wonders  too  fublime, 

7or  the  moft  tow'ring  angel-thought  to  climb"! 
5ujf)  7h'  eternal   ftiall  -be   born   !   and  Gci>  moft  high, 

,ow  in  an    abje&  creature's  pofture  ly  ! 

tript  of  his  honors ;  all   his  glories    rail'd, 

lis  throne  relinquifh/d^  inajeily  conceal'^.. 

3y  labours,  toils,  and  infinite  diftreft, 

^e  fliall,  his  love  to  human   kind,  exprefs  '! 

3y  faith,  .1  hear  the   early  promife  found, 

.nd  fpread  reviving  hope  and  comfort   round  ; 

£  The  woman's  Seed  fliall  break  the  Serpent's  pow'r  ; 

£  Revenge  her  wrongs,   and  what.fhe  loft  reflore. 
3y.  faith,.  I  fee  the  day  advance  apace. 
Still  with  a  brighter,  ihine-  of  heay'nly  grace  .; 
Till  revelation,  v/ith  meridian  rays, 
The  fcene  of  wonders,  to  the  world,   difplays. 
By  faith,  I  fee  .him  from  the  Father  come. 
And  change  his  bofom,   for  a  virgin's  womb  t 
Whilft  choirs  of  angels  celebrate   his  birth, 

The  greatdl,   and  .the  meaneil  fcen  on  earth. 

Pur* 
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Purfu'd  with  fpightful  fcorn,  and  ufage  rw.de,  ~ 

He  leads  a  life  all  o'er  divinely   good. 

The  LORD  of  the  creation    daigns  to  be 

Of  indigence,  and  woe  a   prodigy. 

His -patience   ftill  all  injuries  above, 

He  combates  malice,   with  officious  love. 

By  night,  retir'd  to  heaven  to  f6oth  his  pain; 

By  day,  emplby'd   in   doing  good  to  men  ; 

His  dear  profeHion,  his  delightful  task  : 

How  pleasld  he  is,  to  hear  the  wretched  ask 

The  favours 'he  with   great  propenfion   does  \ 

Griev'd  when  his  profer'd  bleffings  they  refufe. 

The*  winds,  and  feas   obedient  to   his  word. 

Proclaim 'him,  of  all   nattfre  fov'reign  LOR  DO- 

Demons,   difeafes,  "plagues  of  ev'ry  kind, 

Which  men  afflict  in  body,  or  in    mind, 

Fly  at  his  frown,  and   death^    his  conquer'd  flayc^*" 

Yields 'Hjr>  trie  prisoner  of  the  gloomy  grave. 

But   lo  i   the  moft ''amazing  fcenes  unfold, 

Which'"mighty  Gabriel  trembles  to   behold.        ' 

The  LOK.D   of  glory  {loops,  and  prourate lies, 

Pierc'd  to  the  hearf  with" the  "  dire"  .-agonies  " 

of 
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death,  envenom'd  with  the  wrath  of  heav'n  ! ' 
He  cries  for  quarter,  but  no   quarter's  giv'n. 
Th*  Almighty  Father  fummons.  all  his  rage, 
His  own   dear  Son,  tremendous  !    to  engage  : 
A  dreadful  gloom  o'ercafts  each  lovely  charm 

Seen   in  his  face  before  !  his  lifted  arm 

Firft,  fhakes  the  glitt'rmg  vengeance  o'er  his  head. 
Then,   in  his  bowels,  iheaths  the  flaming   blade! 
Amazing  fight  !  ftrange   heap  of  myfteries  ! 
Life's  unexhauded  fountain  bleeds    a-nd  dies, 
The   GOD,  the  altar,  prieft,   and  facrifice  ! 

V 

But  oh  what  bleflings  from  his  forrows  flow  !      • 
O   glorious  triumphs  of  victorious  woe  \ 
'Death,  in  his  own  dominions,  he  invades, 
Purfues,  and  kills  him,   mid'ft.'liis  native  ihades. 
Hell's   dark   foundations  his  dread  prcfence  fhake$> 
Satan  he  conquers,   his   proud  empire  breaks  ; 
And .  thence,'  triumphant  drags,  in   chains  along, 
Of  grinning  demons  an  unnumber'd  throng. 
The 'grave,  rob'd  of  her  richeft  treafure" mourns; 
And  .all  .the.fpoils  of  dud  ignobler  fconre. 

5in> 
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Sin,  of  all -'plagues,  and  woes  the  teeming 
Abolifli'd   lies,  and   bury'd  "in  his   tomb. 
No  further  -charge,  the  holy  law  indites 
For  difregards,  and   violated  rights. 
Almighty  Juftice   quits  her  vengeful  claims : 
And  Confcience  pleas'd,    the  jubile  proclaims. 
The  gates  'of  heav'n,  that  bolted  were  by   fin, 
Are  'open'd  wide  ;  and  men  may  enter  in>" 
To  fill  the  vacancies  of  that'  bright  'fphere, 
Whence  guilty  cherubs  once  degraded  were. 
By  faith  I  fee  him  rife,  and  lead  the  way, 
Mounting  triumphant,  like  the  lord  of  day, 
To   his  meridian  glory,  long  prepar'd, 
To  crown  his   labours,'  and  "his  woes  reward. 
Hence,  he  profufely  ihow'rs-  his  bleflings  down: 
Hence,  golden  gofpel  years  rbll  (lately  on: 
Hence,  comes  the  Comforter,'  with  all  his  train 
Of  heav'n-born  graces,  in  our  hearts    to  reign  : 
Vi&orious  p'reaching,  hence,  begins  to  fpread 
Its  conquefts  o'er  the  world,  and  captive  lead 
Mankind,  who  wretched  captives  were,  beforejj> 
Te  isn,  "and  Satan's  tyrannizing  pow'r. 

Mucl 
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Tuch  was  it,  in  old  time,  enquir'd  by  thofe 
ho  bore  the  name  of  wife,  whence  evil  rofe  : 
uch,  in  the  dark,  they  grop'd,   to  find  the  caufe* 
hy  paflion  fways  us,  more  than  reafon's  laws, 
lith  leads  us  to  this  Nilus-head.,  and  {hows 
he  fource,  whence. vice  all  humane  race  overflows: 
he  firft-made  haplefs  pair,  that  did  begin 
arth  to  replenilh,  delug'd  it  with.  fin. 

vain  th'  enquiring  fages,  ever,   try'd 
y  didlates  grave   and  wife,  to  (lem  the  tide  ; 
reak  reafon's  rules  could  never  have  the  force, 

o  fop  fin's  current,  or  to  drain  its  fource. 
Tis  grace,  all-pow'rful  grace,  that  only  can 
Deform  the  life,  and  vicious  heart  of  man. 

s  much  in  vain,  thofe  men  of  morals  try'd, 
/hilfl  feeble   reafon  was  their  only  guide, 
7o  find  the  way,  that  leads  to  the  chief  good  ; 
Bout  end,   and  means,* they  .Hill  difputing  flood, 

aith's   quicker   eye   defcrys  the  heav'nly  coafl, 
The  land  which  true   felicity  does  boafl  ; 

guides  by   its  illuminations  clear 
The  courfe  we  to  the  feats  of  blifs  mud  fleer. 

Come 
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Come   then  my  pilot,  to  thy  care  refign'cl, 
Conduct  my   voyage    ;   come  O  ev'ry  wind, 
And  ev'ry  tide  that  beft   can  fpeed  my  courfe, 
Come  blow   me   forward,  with  united  force  J 
Till,   landed  fafe,  on  the   immortal  Ihore, 
Your  friendly  aid,  I  thank,  but  need  no  more. 
Come  anchor  weigh,  my  foul,  no  longer  ftay 
In  mud  here  iixt  ;  the  feafon  calls  away  : 
Spread  all  thy  fails,  and  let  th'  aufpicious  gale 
With  a  plerophery  thy  bofom  fwell. 
Lo  !  I  the  diftant,  fhining  coaft  defcry  : 
Brighter  and  brighter,  dill,  it  ftrikes  my  eye. 
Oh  glorious  climate  of  eternal  day  ! 
Blow  ftronger  heav'nly  gale,  blow  me,  with 
away. 


gale 


J 
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•»  p  ji  #  e  Admiration. 

•ce; 

I. 

Mft.         ''JL'k1    never  ceafe,  now  I'm  begun, 

[y  GOD,  to  praife  thy  grace  fo  rich,  and  free  5 

Who  fent  thine  own  dear  bofom  Son, 
'rom  death  and  hell,  to  fave  a  wretch  like  me. 
But  ah   !  how    foon  I  lofe  my  fong  , 
Silence  and  wonder  hold  my  tongue  '. 
From  heights  ftupendious  I  look  down  ' 
Ah  !  now  Fm  giddy  Grown, 
Ah  !   now   I  nothing   fee, 
fink,  into  a  deep  amazing  myftery   ! 

II. 

Recovered,   let  me  quick  retire, 

And,   by  more   diftant  views,  admire 

This  awful  miracle  of  Grace. 

Back  to  their  fource,  the  dreams  I'll  trace; 

The  caufe,    in  its  effefts,  furvey. 

Yon   Sun,  the  glorious  lord  of  day, 

D  Quite 
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Quite  blinds  us,  when  we  try  to  gale 
On  his  infutfbrable  blaxe, 
Yet  charms   our   eyes  and  glads  pur    fight, 
With  the  foft  ternper'd  rays  of  his  reflected  light 

III 

LORI>>  what  ami!  what   Hujnanra-ce! 
,  That  we   fhould  fhare  redeeming  Grace  ! 
From  earth,  from   hell   be  rais'd  on  high 
To  heav'n  and    immortality  ! 
With  JESUS,  and  with  QOD  to  dwell  ! 
Poffeft  of  joys  ineffable  ! 
But  ah   !  non-plusM  again 
I  mud  forego  the  dailing  fcene, 
Whatever  way  my  thoughts  I  bend 

Strange  myfteries  I  fee. 

How  fhall  I,  LORD,  thy  Greatnefs  comprehend: 
When  ev'n  mine  own  a  wonder  is  to  me  ! 

IV. 

JESUS,  the  .dear  adored  friend 
Of  fouls,  Jbove  all  expreffion  kind, 
What  fliali  I  think  ?  my  LORD,  what  fay  ? 
Where  place  my  felfj  whence  beft  I  may 


The 


Spiritual  Life,  39 

The  vaft  dimenfions  of  thy  love  furvey  ! 
Tranfcendent,  oh  !  tranfcendent  is  its  height! 
.   Immenfe  'tis  breadth  !  'tis  depth'  !  'tis  weight 
Of  glory,  overwhelms  me  quite  ! 
I 'link  1  I  faint  !  can  fay  no  more  ! 
But,  LORI>,  thou  knowll  my  heart;  1  love,  and  I 
adore. 


Cbriftian 


riftian,  hear  your  Saviour  fpeak  \ 
To  learn  his  lavas  with  humble  reverence  bow  : 
Whoever  his  forgiving  Grace  partake, 
Their  gratitude,   wufi  by  obedience  Jkow'. 

Y  Blood,   my  precious  Blood,    redeem'd  from 

hell, 

Henceforth,  your  GOD  obey,  with  flaming  zeal  : 
Renew'd  in  heart,  as  I  point  out  to  you, 
A  new  and  holy  courfe  of  life  purfue* 

D  2  The 
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The  Laws  divine  p^rufe,  wit^i  humble  care, 
And  in  your  bread,  their  lively  tranfcript  bear: 
V*  hilft   Knowledge  guides,  let   Love    infpire  you 

courfe, 

That  hold  the  light,  and  this  give  duty  force. 
For  love  of  all  religion  is  the  foul, 
The  love  of  GOD,  mufl  reign  without  controul 
In  your  fubmiffive  breafl,  and  by  its  fway 
Teach  all  your  pow'rs,  with  pleafure,  to  obey. 
Yet,  with  your  love,  maintain  the  holy  dread 
Of  GOD,  from  whom  fuch  awful  rays  proceed, 
Mix'd  with  his  fmiles,  that  who  approach  his  threw  |  1 
With  greateft  freedom,  fall  the  loweft  down. 
On  him  depend,  to  hfcn  devoutly  pray  : 
Your  thanks    to  him,  in  folemn  manner,  pay  : 
For  Pray'r  and  Praife  are  duties,  both  fo  phin 
By  nature's  light,  and  common  fenfe  of  men, 
That,  if  thefe  ads  of  homage  you  refufe, 
Your  monftrous  crime   admits  of  uo  excufe* 
All  Mofes  taught,  in  moral  rules,  of  old, 

The  diftales  of  eternal  reafon  . hold . : 

HIS 
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,lis  facred  -precepts,  ever,,  fhall  remain 
rhe  rule  of  manners,  eafy,  fhort,  and  plain  : 
a']  kad,  when  the  heav'n  and  earth  both  pafs  away,- 

?"c  '°  pixt  ihall  the  Law's  juft  obligation  (lay. 
four  brother  love  ;  this  precept  I  renew, 

CrCe<    knd,  with  a  charge  peculiar,  urge  on  you. 
Love  is  the  badge,   the  chara£er  divine 
Mark'd  out,  to  make  rny  true  difciples  fliine 
piftinguifh'd  from  the  world ;    and  raife  the  fame 

*^     Ofnuy   Religion,  and  the  Chriftian  Name. 

;ad      That  you're   exa^ly   jufl,  mud  not   fuffice ; 

ml,    In  afts  diviner  chriftian  friendfhip  lies  : 

sthns  To  others  you  muft  favours  do,  tho'  they 

it       Or  can't,  or  won't  the  kindnefs   done,  repay: 

Yea,  wait  you  muft  not    till   the  favour's  fought, 

•       It  muft,  by  your  preventing  hand,   be  brought : 
And,  what  to  fielh  and  blood  is  harder  ft  ill, 
You  rnuft  be  fure  to  render  good  for  III. 
Sight  of  that  noble  maxim  never  lofe, 

Which  moral  virtue,  .in  perfe&ion,  fhovvs  : 
< 
c  What,  you  would  others  have    to  do   for  you, 

For  others,   that,   your  felf  be  fure  to  do. 

D  3  For 
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Forbearance  and  forgivenefs  muft  declare 
That  you  have  learn'd  the  crofs,   like  me,  to  bear  r 
And,,  when  prefs'd  hardeft,  with  the  caufelefs  wrongs 
Of  wicked  men's    injurious  hands  and  tongue^ 
Patient  and  calm  you  mud  poftefs    your   foul, 
Revenge  fupprefs,    tumultuous    rage  controul, 
And  wait  ungrudg'd  till  the  great  judgment  day 
Shall  all  your  wrongs    with  large  amends  repay. 
Mean  time,,  your  bleffings  frankly  heap  on  thofe 
Wio  curfe  you  loudefl  ;    and  befriend  your -foes*  1 
For  fo  did  I  :  but  if  you 'don't  forgive, 
You  GODDS  forgivenefs  never  ihall  receive.     - 
Eatih  fav'rite  lull  that  in  your  bofcm  Hes3 
•Effpejl'd,  with  indignation,  facrifice. 
'Tis  madnefs  to  indulge  forbidden  joy, 
And  hug  the  vipers  that  would  you  deftro/. 
When. fin  prevails,  through  weaknefs  or  furprife, 
And  preffing  guilt,  upon  your  eonfcience  lies  J  -  , 
Admit  no  refpite  till  'tis  purg'd  away, 
\Renew  repentance^  each  returning  day-: 
.Fur ••  guilt,  uinptirg'd  becomes  a  grievous   load, 

*;:®f  Gci>  *  ' 
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jnd  hard'ning,  by  degrees,  the  firmer  grows 
tar  11- adamant  at  laft,  prepar'd  for  vengeful  blows, 
he  fountain  of  my 'Blood  dill  open  ftands, 
viting  you  to  comtf,  with  your  demands^ 
o  fhare  its  virtues,  oft  as  you  have  need  ' 
f  Grace  to  pardon,  or  to  give  you   aicL 
our  Time  is  fhort,  and  flies  with  winged  hafte  > 
ly  with  it,  in   your  care,  to  be  pofTeft 
!0fe     tf  heav'nly  blifs,  when  time  fhall  be   no   more, 
wake  your   foul,   and  fummon  ev'ry   pow'r 
'o   finifli  what  you  have  fo    well  begun  ^ 
or,  now,  or   never,  muft  your  Work  Be  done, 
his  prefent  world,  a  fcene  of  vanities, 
,earn,  with  a  mind  exalted,  to  defpife  : 
Ian  was   not  made  for  things  himfelf  below  ; 
<Jor  can  the  treafures  of  the  earth  beftow 

Good  fwfficient,    to  content  a  mind, 
'or  blifs  immortal  and    immenfe   defign'd. 
e  very  humble,  meek  and  feif  deny'd  ; 
nd  fhaw   your  virtue  moft,  when  moft  'tis  try'd. 
Is  a  vice,  v.hich  mortals  ill  becomes, 

inherit   their  paternal^  tombs. 

And 
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And  at  the  Refurreftion,  men  (hall  (land 
All  on   a  level ;    only  the  right-hand 
Shall  to  the  Righteous, "as  their  due,  be  giv'n 
Who,  fey- humility  afpir'd  to  heav'n. 
Of  you?  own  Soul  the  government  maintain,  f 
Your  Pafllons  manage  -  with  a  bended  rein : 
Tam'd  by  right  re afon,  and  religion's  fway 
Teach  them  fuperior   di&ates  to  obey  :  i 
Great  is   the  conqueft,  happy-  is  the  skill 
To  rule  your  felf,    and  mafler  your  own  Will. 
Your  Time"  redeem  from  all  impertinence, 
And  much  from  bus'nefs    too,  that  grave  preten 
Of  ferious  fools,  who  mighty  pains  beftow, 
Breaking  their  own,  and  other's  quiet  too, 
For  fake  of  trifles,  lafting  but  a   day, 
And  throw  their  fouls  eternally  away. 
Of  your  Religion   never  be  aiham'd, 
Howe'er  you  may,    as  fingular,  be  blam'd, 
By  herds,  who  madly  haile   to   be  undone. 
And  hate  the'/h*7  that  will  not  with  them  run. 
Strait  is  the  gate,    and  narrow  is  the  "way 
•That  upward  leads  to  everlafting  day  ,\ 

.*> 
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And,  If  you  would  attain  to  endlefs  life, 
Pufh  forward  ft  ill,  with  humble  holy  ftrife. 
Sin  and  temptations  ihun,  with  watchful  care  } 
Look  out,  and,  timely,  fpy  each   hidden  fnare 


on  rat. 


as, " 

Laid  by  the  fly  Seducer,  in  your  way,* 

To  catch  you  as  his  thoughtlefs  eafy   prey, 
n  folitude,  your  a&ions  oft  review, 
And  greater  heights  of  virtue  ftill  purfue  ; 
Xhe  life  divine  muft  to  perfe&ion  grow,; 
And  if  not  forward,  will,  fure,   backward  go, 
Live  ftill  contented  with  your  prefent  ftate  ; 
if  our  duty's  to   obey,  ndt  -to    debatd 
The  will  of  hcav'n  :  nor  muft   you  take  it  ill 
That  things  go  oft  contrary  to  your  will. 
HeavVs  Providence  walks  in  myfterious  ways, 
And  you  muft,   tamely,  follow  through  the  maze, 
Without    enquiring   why  the  way   does  run 
So  crofs   ?   why  this  ?  or  why  is   that  thing  done  ? 
3ut  when  unvail'd  the    future  fcene  fhall  be, 
With  joyful  admiration  you  fhall  fee* 
rlaw  all  was  wifely  done,  and  wondrous  well  for 

thee. 

Mean 
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Mean  time;--  by  "faith,  live,  on  the  care 
Who  all  things' fways,  by  his  almighty  nod  \  '••' 
Who  cloths  the  lillies,1  in  array --fo' fair  ;   I 
Who  feeds  the  feather'd  people  of  the  air; 
Who  makes  his  IhowVd-down-bleffings  daily  fall; 
And  with  di/Fufive  goodnefs  comforts  all. 
Consider  you're  a  Pilgrim  on  the  earth, 
Of  heav'n  a  Native,  by  your  fecond  birth: 
Live  worthy  your  high  chara&er  and'ftate, 
And  aft  a  part  divinely  good  and  great . 
Waft  up  your  foul,  in  contemplations  high> 
Surmount  the  dusky  regions  of  the  sky, 
.And  entertain  your  felf,  with  free -delight., 
In  ranging  o'er  thefe  glorious  realms  of  light, 
Where  joys  unbounded,  pleafures  ever  new, 
A  fparkling  crown  of  glory  waits  for  you, 
Soon  as  to  mortal  things  you  bid  adieu. 
Till  then,  the  Crofs  with  refignation-  bear, 
And  drink  the  Cup  which  I  for-thee  prepare  ' 
Yea  grudge  not,  if  the  will   of  heav'n  be  fo, 
Thither,  through  -water,  fire,  and  blood  to.  go.- 

Yoi 
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our  fu/Ferings  fliall  be  fully  recompens'd, 
rhen  to  a  ftate  triumphant  you're  advanced, 
nd  the  fhort  tryals,  you  have  undergone, 
dd  frefh,  eternal  glories  to  your  crown. 


The  Refolution. 

Hi  N  E,  LORD,  I  am, -thine  own  1*11  ever  be  ; 
Witnefs  the  vows  which  .now  L  make  to  thee* 
'o  ferve  thy  pleafure,   and  obey  thy  call, 
Devoted  lo  !  thou  haft  my  heart  and  all. 

much,   to  thee,  I'm  fenfible  I  owe, 
only   grudge,  I  can  fo  little -do  r 
ut  iince  the  fervice  of  a  willing  mind, 
nd  honeft  heart,  meets  thy  acceptance  kind  ; 
rtth  chearful  zeal,   my  GOD,  I'll  thee  obey, 
nd  mend  my  pace,  in  duty,   ev'ry  day. 
flight -fhall  wings  to  my  obedience  give, 
Hiilft,   from  thy  Grace,  I  daily  aids  receive, 
o  make  my  R^fo'utions  perfevere, 
nd  prove  as  jconftant,  as  they  are  fincere. 

Breath* 
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Breathings  after  Obedience. 

P  s  A  L.  cxix.  from.vQr..  i.  /0  J2.  Para 
phrased. 

n 

O  w  bleft   are  they,   tvho-  ferve   the  LORD 


Y  T 

•*••*• 


with  care  ! 


Whofe  lives  are  blamelefs,   as  their  hearts  flncer6 

Who  willingly  fubje&ed  to  his  fway, 

The  laws  of  GOD,  with  ardent  zeal  obey  ! 

Bleft  they,  who  feVve  him  with  a  pious  mind 
Averfe  to  evil,  and  to  good  inclin'd  ! 
Thy  precepts,   LORD,  thou  bidft  us  keep  in  vie? 
And  what  they  di&ate,  eagerly  purfue. 

§' 

V     ma-      «V       ^t]J3,     ^Vll«^uw«.      vj       tw/      6aUwwy 

Unerring   could  the  path  of  duty  trace  : 
When  confcious  that  I  have  thy  laws  obey'd, 
I'll  unalham'd  appear,  and  undifmay'd. 

LORI 


LOU 
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with   a  heart  fmcere,  I  will  thee   praifc, 
Men  I  am  grown  experienc'd  in  thy  ways  : 
o  keep  thy  precepts  ttrongly  I  incline, 
)eny  me   not,  ocar     LORD,  thy   aids  divine. 

Yhat  is  the  rule,   by  which  enquiring  youth 
Their  manners  heft  may  form  ?   thy  word  of  truth. 
iVith  my  whole  heart,   I  have  thy  Grace  implor'd  j 
5revent   my  wand'ring   from  thy prece pts,  LORD* 

Where  fhould  I  hide   thy  word,  hut  in  my  heart  ? 
The   deareft  treafure,   in  the  deareft  part  : 
There  have  I  hid  it,  there  it  fhall  remain 
To  guard  my  innocence,  and  peace  maintain. 

(LORD  thou  art  Weft,  and   Bleffings  do'ft  beftow : 
No  better  Blefling  to  be  ask'd  I  know,     (tg 
Than  the  Religion  of  a  pious  mind, 
Vfhere  pra«fHce  is  with  fpeculation  join'd. 


, 


Thy  Laws,  my   GOD,  my  richeft  treafure,  ars, 
Before  all  other  wealth,  I  them   prefer  : 

E  On 
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On  them,  my  very  heart  and  foul,  is  fct  ; 

So  dear   a  treafure   I  can  ne'er  forget. 

Were  Life,  .my  vvifli,  I'd  wifli-it  for  this  end, 
That,  in  obedience  I  my  life   might  fpend  : 
Light  too  I'd  ask,  and  a  quick-lighted  eye 
The  myfl'ri&s   of  Religion  to   defcry. 

A  ilranger  .I'm  on  earth,  and  far  from  home  ; 
Shew  how  I  to  my    Father's  hpufe  may  come, : 
Thy  holy   precepts  are   the  good  old  v>ayy 
TUem,  anxioufly,  my  ,foul  Jongs  to  pbey. 

\N~hile  haughty  flnners  meet  thy  dire  rebukes, 
O   favour  me,  with    thy  reviving    looks   : 
By  thee  approv'd   I'll    laugh  at  caiifelefs  ihame, 
Unmov'd,  tho'  monarchs  fr.ould  my  choice  condemr 

Thy   precepts,  LORD,  on  which  I  meditate, 
So  wifely  are  ^ adapted  to  my  ftate, 
That,   in  each   doubtful  queftion,  I  receive 
T}'r.c<5U9n  from  thsm,  how  I  Ihould  behave. 

My 


Spiritual  Lift.: 

humble  foul  encourage  by  thy  word, 
•ty  undifguis'd  obedience  profper,  LORD, 
he  beauties  of  thy  law,  to  md,    reveal, 
ind  Til  their  excellence,  to  others,   tell. 


Vhen   low  I  ly/  arid^overcHarg'd'  with  grief, 
11  to  thy  Promife  look  for   kind  relief 
rom  error,  fave  me,  gracious  GOD,  and  grant 
h'  inftrudion  of  thy  law,  which  yet  I  want. 


fy  heart  can  witrfeTs  that  it' is  my  Choice, 
'o  be    direfted,  by  thy   precepts   voice: 
'hey  my  delightful  contemplation  are  ; 
ca  in  my  heart,'!  hug  their  image   dear: 

ain  would  I,  With  more  expedition,  run 

'he  race  of  duty,  which  I  have   begun : 

ly  heart,  LORD,  with'  thy  heav'nly  Grace,  infpire" 

nd  then  Til  r'un,  and  running  never  tire. 


The 
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The 


I. 


T)  E  p  o  s  i  N  G  on  the  ground  I  chanc'd  to  1} 
"^^  And,  upward  looking,  with  a  wand'ring  ey< 
Beheld  the  beauty  of  the  azure  sjcy. 

The  pious  Patriarch's  dream,  when  laid 
To  fleep  (  a  {tone  beneath  his   head  ) 
At  Bethel,  in  the  open  air, 
Refign'd  to  Providential  care, 
Run  in  my  mind   ;  when  lo  !  methlnks  I  fee 

A  Ihining  ladder,  fuch  as  he, 
In  awful   vision,    faw  ere&ed  high, 
Its  foot  fet  on  ths   earth,  its  top  far  'bove   the. 

sky. 

The  radiant  rounds  a  glorious  burden  bear 
Of  heav'nly  Couriers  all  divinely  fair  : 
On  great    important  errands  fent, 
Some   downward   came,  fome  upward  went  .' 


And  all  feenvd  wondrous  pleks'd  to  bear 


The 


i 
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the  meflfages  and  trulls,  with  which  they  honaur'd 
were. 

jazing  I'm  held  with  wonder   and  delight, 

pleas'd  and  aw'd,  with  fuch  a  heav'nly  figHt ; 
When  lo  !  methinks  I  fee 

lovely.  Youth,  from  heav'n,  defcend  with  fpeed? 
His  eyes  fixt,  all  along,  on  me. 
Triumphant  joy  fhone  in  his  face5 
Immortal  charms,  illudrious  Grace 
Sparkling  all   rourtd  him,  faid 
He,  doubtlefs,  was-  fome  godlike  Head* 

lome  princely  Leader  of  th'  Angelick  race, 
Soon  as  alighted  by  my  fide, 
Reprefling  iiis  refulgent   rays, 
With  fmiles    ineffable  he   fays, 
Arife,  and  follow  me  thy    GuidLe, 
,  and  follow  whither  I  ihalJ'lead,/ 
Straight   rais'd,   with  him  I  gc/ 
And*  ttp ward" maunt,   I   know  not  how, 
But  :-teon  •  anri^'d  we  '--were, ' 
Far  'bove  the  clouds,  far  'bove  the- -air, 
Far-'boye  tlie'he-av'ns  rcmoteft  fphere, 
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At  that  Cele  dial  climate,  where 
Immortal  life,   and  joys   eternal  reigri  ; 
Th3  imperial  feat   of  GOD,   the  world's  Almighty 
King. 

II. 
When  here  arrived,  with  my-  fair  Guidt, 


And.  caution*  d  not  to  wander  from  his 
Straight,   an  impetuous    tide 
Of  glorious  overflowing    light, 
Btfrfts  forth,  from  a  vail  ocean's  fide, 
Which  rufhing  ,  back,   ftraight  us    conveys 
Far.,,  far  into  th'   uncircumfcribed  Blaze, 
'Where  all  the  ftars  we  Tee,  by  night, 
As  bright  as  is  the  mid-day,  fun, 
And  he  as  big  and  bright,  as  all  of  them  alone; 
Still;  would  their  day  .but  gloomy  be, 
Faint,  like  the  early    dawn,  when  we 
Half  mid-night,   and  half  morning  fee, 
Gompar'd  with  heav'n's  refulgent,  everlafting  noor 
Stark  blind.  Fm.  ftruck  at  the  firfb  op'ning  glare: 
Nor  know  I,  now,    or  howl   am,  or  where! 
But.foon,  my  Guide   his  help  applies 

An 


Spiritual  Life.  55 

And  with  a  falve  anoints  my  eyes, 
heav'nly  falve  which  Cherubs  ufe,  when  e'er 

'hey  feel  eternal  day  too  ftrorjg  upon  'em  bear* 
New  fight,  vby  this,  I -quickly  found; 

nd  oh !  the  wonders  now  I  view,  all  roving 
Scepters,  thrones,  and  diadems 
Darting  forth  their  rival  beams  ! 
Beauties,  Glories  dazling  bright ! 
Unnumber'd  namelefs  Forms  of  light ! 
Chryftal  ftreets,  and  walls  of  gems, 
Banks  of  gold,  and  pearly  -dreams, 
Conftellations,  far  and  near, 
Of  Beings  all  divinely  fair  \ 
Engines  of  blifs,  and  tasks  of  joy3 
Contriv'd  the  Happy  to  employ  \ 
Scenes  of  pleafure,  Dignities, 
Infinite  varieties 
Of  Glories  and  Beatitudes, 
O'erflowing  joys,  and  Plenitudes 

^5  '  ' 

Of  raptures,  and  fweet  extafies, 


; 


Now  all  at   once  entrance  my   heart,    and   glut  my 
ravilh'd  eyes  ! 

Whilft 
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Whilfl  rattg'd*  all  round,  in  orders  bright  and  tig, 
The  radiant   Choir'fters  with  immortal  lays 

(  Inimitable  harmony  !  )   ••• 
Stifl  to  a  pitch,  their  great  Creator  praile^ 

Oh  !  happy  ft-atfe  !  civ  rapturous  blifs  ! 
Where  am  I  now  ?  what  fweet  confufion  this! 

Hold,  hold,  .triumphant  Throng,  > 

Stop,  ftop  y  our T  killing  ;fong  5 
I  fainti  1  dy 
For  extafy, 

This  heav'n's  too   fweet  for  me-!   the  tranfport 
too*  'ftrong  I  • 

Whilft,  thus  I  rave,  and  faint  awayi,  • 

Drunk  with  extatick  joys, 

My  watchful   Guide,  without. delay 

His  help  again-  empbys ;   - 
With  an  elixir,  fuch'  as  Angels  take 
When  -they  would  Immortality  awake 

It*  utmoA' force  to  fhow,- 

With  fuch,  my  friendly  Guide  reflo-fcs 

.The"  vigour  of  my  yanquifh'd  pow'rs  ,5 

And  ftrengthen'd,  thus,  anew  ; 

Sceaes-yet  more  glorious,  leads  me  on  • 'to  -  view* 

IIL  Hi 
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1 1 1. 

High,  on  a  throne  of  dailing  light, 
Th'  ETERNAL  fhines,  and   all  around 
lis  pompous  glories  wave,  on  the  refulgent  ground, 
fh'  adoring  Crowds,  below  with  greedy  eyes> 
)rink  in  the  floods  of  fplend'rous  rays, 
Vhich,  from  his  unvail'd  Effence,.  iffue  down;, 
loods  which  would  fw allow    up,  and  drown. 
Their  feeble,  difproportion'd  fight,    - 
With  too   impetuous  tides  of  light ; 
But  that  the  glorious  ftreaming  rays, 
Dart  healing  vigour,  with  their  blale. 
Which  powerfully    fiipports  their  eyes, 
To   lobk^  with  endlefs,  frelh  furprife, 
)n  the^_Abyfs  of  Glory,   whence  they  take 

rife. 

fhey  look,  and  love,  and  ftill,  with  wonder, 
New  emerging  myfleries, 
Ravi  filing   difcoveries, 
)f  Wifdom,    Goodnefs,  Holinefs  divine, 
'ruth,  Juftice,  Mercy,  with  diftinguifh'd 
Self  All-fufficienc/,. 
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Sole,  independent  Sov'reignty, 

Immutable   Felicity, 
All  fixt  on  Sefcexiftence*  everlafling  Linfr ! 

They  fee  the  Godhead  glorioufly  difplay'd  \ 
Th'  Arcane  of  his  nature  open  laid* 

The  fecret  urrexhaufted  (lores. 
The  deeg  RecefTes,  and  unfathorn'd  Pow'rs 

Of  his  immenfe  eternal  Mind ! 
They  fee  the  facred  fcenes  of  myftery, 
Yaft  treafures  of^origiha-1  Divinity, 

The  endlefs  trains  of  Verities, 

Infinite  Pofftbilities, 

Examples,  and  ideas  fair 

Of  Things- 'that  ne'er  created  were^ 
But'  ly,  in  their  eternal  -feeds  confin'd, 
Couch'd  up  within  the  folds  of  hisall-comprehen 
ing  Mind  ! 

They  fee  the  all-fufficienf  Goodj 

Which  their  glad  hearts  dilates  and  warms! 

They  <fee,  and  grafp,  and  are  allow'd 

To  riot  in  its  blifsful  charms: 

They  fee,  and  love,  and  -raptur'd  arc, 

Enj< 


KB 
1 
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Enjoy    as  much,  as  heart  can  bear, 
Of  pleafures,  ever  ,at  a   height, 
Pleafures  of  fuch  glorious  weight, 
That,   with  excefs  of  blifs,  they'd  dy, 
Did  ..not  almighty    Energy 
Their  hearts  enlarge,  and  .fortify, 
till  to   receive,  and  bear  the  raging. fweet  .delight ! 

IV. 

igh,  ,at  the  right  hand  of  his  ]?atherx  (lands 
Xhe    glorious  Mediator's,,  throne  ; 
Where  he  fits  crown'd  with  honours  won, 
nd  all   the  wide  fubje£ed  world  commands. 
Oh  !  how   refulgent  are   his   rays  ! 
Oh  !  how  all,  tongues,  with  tranfports,  praiic 
The  gloriqus  God-man,  and  proclaim 
His  great,   admir'd,  unrival'd  Name  ! 
Oh  how  his  Saints,  with    emulous  leal, 
Exujt, .  the  Aory  of  his  Love,  to  tell, 
liilft  Thrones,  Dominions,  Cherubims  fall   dowm 

And  proftrate.at  his  Feet  adore, 
hilft  all  th'  Angelick  hofls  fubnuiTtye  own 
is  dignity  fupreme,  hU  high  imperial  pow*r. 

Bled 
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Bled  fight  !   how  raptur'd  was  my  heart ! 
"What  joys,  to   me.,  did  it  impart, 
To  fee  all  hear'n,  -with  one  accord, 

Juft    honours    pay  to    my    beil  friend,  and  dean 
LORD  ! 

Here  Prophets,  Martyrs,  and  Apoftles  dwell 
With  all  the  bright  triumphant  train 
Of  great,  and   good,  and  godlike  Men, 

Whom  JESUS,  by  his  Blood,   redeem'd  from  h< 
Methought,  I    knew  them  all  by   name, 
So  dearly  lov'd   and  honour'd  them, 

That  my  own  felf  I  fcarce  could  love  fo  well. 
Whilft   all  the  glorious    Company, 

iVith  equal  paflion,  feem'd  to  honour  me. 
In  each  of  them  I  faw  the  face 
Of  their  Redeemer,    and  his  grace 
In  bright  fimilitude  difplay'd : 
Each  wore  a  malTy  fparkling  crown  ; 
Each  held  a  palm,-  and  glorious  fhone, 
With  ro*bes  of  light,  like  him,   array'd. 
Some  wait  in  Prefence,  fome  retire 
About  employments  he  affigns  ; 


Bu 
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But  their  Employments  never  tire, 
Where'er  they,  go, 
Whate'er  they  do, 
av'n  follows   them,  and  in.  their  bofom  reigns. 

V. 
d,  now,  my   Guide  condu&s  me   by  the  hand, 

view   the  many  manfions  of  the   blefl; 
fty  and    fair  the  rich  apartments  (land, 
worthy   thofe   by  whom  they  are  pofleft. 
Id,  diamonds,  pearls,  and  all  the  (hming  things,- 
men  efteem'd  fit  ornaments  for  Kings, 
And   ev'n   thofe   fparkling  globs   of  light, 
The  glories  of  the  filent    night, 
ut  dim  as  mud,   and  dark  as  ihadpws    are, 
worth  and  beauty    no  proportion    bear 
To  the  materials,   rich   and  bright, 
which,  with   ftrange   varieties  of  art, 
Difplay'd  in    cv'ry  iinilli'd  part, 
uilt,  and  adorn'd  are  all  thcfe  inr.nfions  of  delight. 
rveying  them,    mcthought,    how  vain  are  all 
he    toils   of   mortals  !   how  mifplac'd  their  care 
ko  cottages,   with  mighty  labour,  rear, 

F  And 
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And   then,  O  vanity  !  their  palaces  'em  call. 
But  oh  !  what  heart  conceive  !  what  tongue  can  tel 

TT 

ow  bleil  they  are   who  in   the  Manfions  dwell  ! 
How  bright   their   forms  !    how  rapt'rous  their  fa 

lights  ! 

What  facred  friendship  their   glad  hearts  unites! 
What  blilsful  entertainments  them  employ  ! 
What  wife,   endearing   converfe  they  enjoy  ! 
Wrhilil:  fist  in  the  poffeilion  of  their  blifs, 
WThich  grows  with  a  perpetual  fweet  increafe, 
They,   ev'ry  moment,  have  the   pleafant  view 
Of  joys  for  ever  rapt'roas,  joys  for  ever  new. 
'Twas  little    of  their   (late  that  I   could  learn, 
Yet  this,   by  fome  fmall  hints,  I   could  difcern ; 
Some  into   nature's    myfberies  enquire, 
~o:ne  providence  (a  maze  delightful)  trace  ; 
But  mu ft-,  with   ravifh'd  hearts,    admire 
The   mat  chiefs  wonders  of  redeeming  Grace  ! 
Ffptur'd,  beyond  all  that  I  can  exprefs, 

Methought,   F,  to  my  Guide,  did   fay, 
O  Ut    me  here  the  loweft  room    poiTefs, 
O  let  me  here  .for  ever   flay. 


cantt 
dwell 
•Mr  j 
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But  he,  with  fmiles,  replies,  Dear  friend, 
ar  for  a   while  to  have  your  fuit   deny'd, 
lave  difcharg'd   the  task  to  me  affign'd, 

And  now  I  muft  thee   backward  guide. 

Like '  death,  methought,   that  cruel  word, 
th  dreadful  thrill,   went  to  my  heart,   and  I 

Starting,  amaz'd,  began  to  cry, 

Not  fo,  not  fo,  my  LORD. 
Vhen  lo  !   the  vifion  left  me,  and  I  found  , 
.__    ry  felf  alone,  ft  ill,  lying  ftretch'd  upon  the  ground- 


ew. 

lear:, 


A  Triumph  over  Temptation. 

Conquer,  LORD,  and  triumph  will  in  thee  ; 

"Thou  art  my  Saviour,  and  my  fong  fhall  be. 

m,  as  the  Foe  the   e^figns  faw  difplay'd, 
y  which  he  knew  thee  coming  to  my  aid, 
'rembling  he  took  himfelf  to  ihameful  flight, 

funk  amaz'd  down  to  the  realms  of  night; 
id,  now,   from   his  infulting  rage  fet  free, 

11  pay,  my  LORD,  my  humble  thanks  to   thee. 
F  2  With 
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With  vi&'ry  crown'd,  and  repoffefs'd  of  peace, 
I'll  celebrate   thy  pow'rful   aiding  Grace. 
Almighty-  Grace  !  which  able  is  to  quell, 
And  triumph  o'er  the  proiidt'ft   rage  of  hell. 
All  conqu'ring  Grace!   by  whofe  exploits  renown'clp, 
So  many  heads   are,  now,  -with  glory  crown'd. 
By  Grace  affiiled  ("hear   me  Prince  of  Light;    , 
I   vow   tbs  battsh  cf  the  LORD   ty  fgbt. 
Eternal  war  I'll  wage  with  hell  and  fin  ; 
Whilft  Grace   r.fTivb,  no  trophies-  they   ihrtll  win.' 
O  for  that  happy  morning's  dawn,  when  I 
O'er  death  triumphing,  ( the  Jail  enemy} 
Shall,  plant    my  banner,  on  the  walls  of  heav'n, 
And  hold  the  pa-Im,  by  my  Redeemer  giv'h, 
V\"ith  joy  Fll  march  to  the  imperial  throne, 
To  thank  my  GO'D,  for  all  my  yicl'ries  won*   '- 
And  as,  through  crowds  -of  heav'nly  folk,  I  pafs 
Saluting  me,  with  loud  and  kind  applaufe,     . 
ril  raife  my  voice,  and,  all  along,  declare 

?,  Grace  has  done  it  !    Grace  .fa*   brought   IT 
here.  „ 
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Another  Song  of  Triumph. 

SAL.  cxviii.  ver.  13,  14,  15,  16,  ip 

19,  Paraphrased. 

L 

H  O  u  haft   thtirft  lore,  proud  angry  Foe3 
Thou  haft  thurft  fore,  to  make  me   fall : 
ut  my  Almighty  Saviour,  who 
Y  peril  faw,   has  fay'd  my  All* 

II. 

him,  my  ftrength,  and  fuccour  lies  ; 
nd  he  fhall   have   my  grateful  fong  : 
o  him,  who  gains  my  vi£orics, 
ri^ht,  my  triumphs  do  belong* 

III. 

ark  !  how  the  whole  exalted  Choir 
f  Saints  above  his  praife  proclaim! 
ark  !   how   with   emulous  defire, 
he  Saints  below,    attempt  the  theme. 

F  3  rV;«Thc 
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IV. 

*  The  LOAD'S  -Right  -hand  doth  valiantly? 
"  He  ever  triumphs  in  his  povv'r  ! 
«  His  Right-hand   doth,   fo    valiantly*/ 
<*<•  We  blufu  to  fpeuk,  and  mud  adore! 

\v\, 

O  -  tife>  I  never   valu'd  thee, 
5o  much  as  now,   it  is  my  joy. 
To  have  an  immortality,  .   . 
Which  I,  in  praifes,  may  .imploy. 

VI. 

Ye  gates  of  GOD'S  .imperial  feat,     . 
Heav'n's  gates3  fly   open,  when  I  call  : 
The  thought  -tranfpprts  me  !  oh -how  ftveeft 
The.  day    when  enter,  in  I  iliall! 

VII. 

Straiglit  forward   I  will  puih   my  way, 
Till,   in  the  midil   of  the   bright    throng. 
With  a  glad  heart,  like  theirs,  I'll  fay 
fl-y  .iaviour,  .is  my  fong. 
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The  Chriftian  Armour. 
P  H.  vi.  .  1  3,—  --  -18.  Parafhrafed*  - 


O   arms,  to  arms,  for   ah  !   no  refpite's 
'•'  By  reftlefs  hell,  to   him  who  fights  for  he 
he  artful  'Foe  will   his  advantage  takey 
nd  prefe  you  niofl:,  v/here  moil:  -fecure  arid  v/e*!k« 
'o  arms,  (  your  Leader  calls  to  arm  throughout  y 
iuard  ev-'ry  fide,  and  fence  from  -head  to  foot.  ~ 
our  all's.  ?-t'  ft  ako,  and   the   relentlefs  Fos  " 
"Q  win  the   prize,  will  follow  blow  with  bl-c\v»  3 
F  you  r-efifV,  at  laft  he'll   oAuit  the  -  5eldj    - 
Jut  ah  he's  cruely  cruel  if  you  yield. 
taud   on  your  guard,  and-  boldly  him  oppofe  :  [ 
7or  heav'n  you  fight  :  a  heav'n  you  win   or  lofe.- 
Urtt  arm  .your  mind,  and  let  it  brightly  Ihine-^ 
Vith  the  perfwafion  of  all  truths  divine.  • 
f  loofe;your  principles,  about  you,  fly," 
To  ftrip.  you  of-tliem-^ikej  the  -Ece  wiH  try  ; 

But 
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But,  If  with  fondnefs,  error  you  efpoufe, 
He  holds  you  fad  already  in  his  noofe  ; 
By  error,  he  has  many  trophies  won : 
Who  {lands  unfixt,  is  eafily  overthrown. 
Next,  to  fecure  and  fortify  your  bread, 
Let  innocence  enfhirn'd  within  it  reft. 
This,  as  a  guardian  Angel,  will  defend 
Your  heart,  and  give  yon  conftant  peace  of  mind. 
For  walls  of  brafs  are  not  fo  ftrong  a  fence, 
As  is  a  conscience,  arm'd  with  innocence. 
With  chearfiflnefs,  and  expedition  run 
The  race  of  duty,  which  you  have  begun. 
Nor  wander  from,  nor  weary  of  the  way, 
Nor  run  precipitant,  nor  yet  delay, 
Unmov'd  by  toils,  and  tryals   that  may  rife, 
Your  faith  to  prove,  and  patience  exercife. 
But  chiefly,  when  you're  challeng'd  to  the  field, 
Take  hold  of  Faith's  impenetrable  ihield ; 
A  ihield  that  dares  the  Foe,  and  keeps  all  parts  • 
Invulnerable  from  his  fiery   darts. 
Then,   from  all  danger  to  fecure  your  head, 
which  much  cxpos'd,   will  much  protection  need; 

An 
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:.rm  it  with  Hope,  the  hope  of  heav'nly  blifs, 
'Vheft  from  the  war  difcharg'd,  you  ftiall  polTefs  - 
'  he  crown  of  life-  for  Conquerors  prepaid  : . 
till,  whilft  you  fight, -contemplate  your  reward, 
rompt  for  defence,  have  you  the  Spirit's  fword  *i 
here  is  no  weapon  like  GOD'S  holy  word  : 

v  this  in  combate,  I  repuls'd  the  foe* 
finis  r 

d  you,  by  this,  iliaU  fight   and  conquer  too* 

>ut  for  the  happy  ilTues  of  the  war, 

>e  furs  to  join  inceflant  fervent  pray'r; 

'ray'r  has  a  conqu'ring  force,  no  tongue  can  tell  Jr. 

'ray'r  is  ths  terror  of  the  pow'rs  of  heH.   - 

fine,  be  watchful,  and  attentive  fland,    • 
ibferving  what  occurs  from  ev'ry  hand  : 
Dangers  may,  whence  you  leaft  fufpeft,  ariie, 
jnd  foes,  who  ly  in  ambufii,-  oft  furprife,     . 
Vhen  open  force  is  with  fuccefs  repelPd ; 

wife  precaution,  therefore^  mud  be  held 
If  mighty  moment,  to  condu&  the  war. 

danger's  nig^  my  fuccours  fhan't  be  far. 
valiant,   and  the  day  with  honour  won 
fhall  you  .with  everlafting  triumphs  crown. 

The 
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The  Life  of  Faith. 

TT  O  w  kind's  thine  office,  Faith,  dear  bufy  thin;; 
•*•      -  For  me,  how  reftlefs,  do'fl  tliou  beat  the  win; 
Or  wafting  up  to  heav'n,  my   humble*  pray -rs, 
Or  fetching    comforts  thence,  to  eafe  my  cares: 
Yea,  in  a  fort,  like  thine  original, 
Fair  child   of  light,  to  me,  thou'rt  all  in  all. 
When  fin,  at  once,  pollutes  me  with  its  ftains, 
And  fills  my  confcience  with  -  affiiftive"  pains  ":" 
By  Faith,  I'm  to  the  facred  fountain  led, 
"Where  having  wafh'd,  I  dare  lift  up  my  head 
Before  my  judge,  and  tell  him  humbly  bold, 
I'm-  now  an  objeft  which  he   may  behold. 
Lot  here  the  kindnefs  of  indulgent  Heav'n, 
Two  gifts,  the  beft  that  could  to   men  be  giv'n 
Chrift's  Blood,  a  fountain  open'd  for  our  jfin, 
And  Faith  to  move  the  pool,  and  help  us  in* 
They  who  all  moral  duties  told  fo  well, 
How  to  remove  defers  could  never  tell. 

P 
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iliilofopby  the  means  could  never  find, 
o  purge,  or  pacify  the  guilty  mind, 
aith  ihows  where  the  important  fecret  lies, 
he  Blood  of  Sprinkling  filenceth  the  cries 
guilt^  and  to  the  wounded  foul  gives  eafe  : 
cure  proportioned  to  the  dire  difeafe. 
o  the  third  heav'n,  by  Faith,  I  wing  my  flight, 
here,  midfl   a  fcene  of  infinite  delight, 
ee  the  throne   of  GOD  fublimely  rais'd  ! 
h  '.  how  he  is  ador'd,  and  lov'd,  and  prais'd* 
fee  the  pomp,  and  grandure  of  his  ftate  ! 
fee  the  glorious  hods  that  on  him  wait  ! 
fee  the  Lamb  of  God,  exalted  high, 
lidft  his  redeem'd   triumphant   company  ! 
fee  their  fparkling  glories,  hear  their  fongs, 
Millions  of  raptur'd  hearts,  and  joyful  tongues  ! 
nd  long  ,for  that  fair  morning's  dawn,  when  I 
lall  fhare  their  blifs,  and  join  their  harmony. 
Vhen  the  infernal  foe,  with   dire  alarms, 
ffrights  my  foul,  or  when  the  world  with  charms, 
)f  influence  yet  more  dangerous,  does  aflail, 
Lnd  -ov'r  my  yielding  heart  would  foon  prevail, 

Faith 
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Faith  interpofing  (lands  in  my  defence, 

Maintains  my  peace,  and  guards  my  innocence. 

When  wanton  images  begin  to  play, 

And  phantoms,  drefs'd  in  airy  vain  array, 

Dance  in, my  fancy,  revel  in  my  mind, 

(Where  filthy  prints  they're  furer  to  leave  behin ) 

Faith,  angry  fuch  unhallow'd  fport  to  fee, 

Looks  ftern,  and,:{lrait,  the  airy  vifions  flee: 

Faith  warms  my  heart,  my  drooping  foul  infpir.(! 

Enflames  my  love>  and  quickens  my  deflres, 

Gives  life  and  vigour  to  purfue  the  prize, 

SfA       ;-:h  inviting  charms,  before  my  .eyes. 

F.          ;rimates  my  daily  courie  :  the  fpring 

Of  humble  holy  walking  :  on  the  wing 

Of  Faith,  my  purify'd  devotions  rife, 

And  bear  my  raptur'd  foul  above  the  skies. 

To  do  and  fuflfer,  Faith  enables  me, 

My  mind,  from  fears,  and   cares  prcferving  fre: 

Sure  of  acceptance,  r.nd  defir'd  fuccefs, 

My   foul  in  faith,  and  patience  I   poflefs. 

Faith  draws  the  ..vail  afide,  and  fhews   the  han 

Which,   by  a  wife,  omnipotent  command, 
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ondu£s  the  long,  revolving,  courfe  of 

•?EC°         ^ 

nd,  timely,  in  a  beauteous  order,  brings 
iich  new  event  to  fhew  itfelf,  and  then, 
he  wheel  turn'd  round,  prefents  another  fcene. 
ith  hears  him  fpeak,  by  word,  and  providence, 
"   wns  the  authority,  and  clears  the  fenfc 
f  what  he  lays,  or  does  ;  and  forms  my  heart 
bmiiTirely  to  bear,  or  aft  my  part, 
aith  is  the  guide  and  guardian  of  my  way, 


lee: 

inlpi: 

res, 


vug  tr 


aith,  round  me,  iheds  the  beams  ofgladfome  day* 
ith,  to  fupport  me,  from  celeilial  fprings, 
raughts  of  pure  living  water  daily  bring? 
refenting  bread,  to  make  my  meals  compleai;, 
he  bread  of  life,  fuch  bread  as  angels  eat. 
o,  by  the  pillar  of  the  fire  and  cloud, 
7ith  the  afliflance  of  the  man  of  GOD, 
Tas  wand'ring  l]ra*ly  through  the  defert,  led, 
nd,  all  along,  with  plenteous  manna  fed. 
ead  on  my  guide,  I'll  follow  thee  apace, 
cad  on  thou  friendly,  a II- performing  Grace  j 

hL.   jjj^j 

"ill,  all  the  perils  of  my  journey  part, 
11  tli3  hard  labours  well  fuftain'd,  a:  lad, 

G  I  fo  v- 
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I  joyful  quit  the  pilgrim  ftaff,  potted, 
By  thy  kind  offices,  of  promis'cl  reft, 


The  Excellency  of  T)ivine  Love. 

TTT  HEN    love  from  heav'n    tranflates  her  feat, 

and  daigns 

To  dwell  on  earth,  flie  queen  of  graces  reigns. 
Thrice  bleft  the  humble  foul,-  where  fhe  difplays 

The  .,-atchlefs  luftre  of  her  facred  ravs: 

' 

Plac '<:'-  ba  her  throne  (her  throne's  a  flaming  heart 
With  jovs  diffiis'd  Die  gladdens  ev'ry  part: 
The  chearful  pow'rs  all  fubjeft  to  her  Avay, 
Court  her  commands,  ambitious  to  obey. 
Tranfcendent  beauty  !  fir  ft  born  child  of  light ! 
In  heav'n  there  fhines  not  any  charm  fo  bright; 
And  fuch.,  on  earth,  as  thy   fair  image  bear 
Far  brighter  crowns,  than  purpl'd  monarchs,  vrea 
For  GOD  is  love  ;  and  'tis  the  loving  heart 
Rcfcmbles.liim,  in  the  divineft  partj 

The: 
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There  he  refides,  there  feat'ed  on  his  throne, 
He  iheds  his  amiable  glories  down* 
Were  heav'n  above  no  more,  here  ftill  would  fee 
A  heav'ri  on  earth  ;  heav'n  in  epitome ; 
Where  the  ETERNAL  dwelling,  fliould  receive 
Oblations,  fuch  as  holy  angels  give. 
Where  pure  affections,  and  enflam'd  defires-, 
The  glowing  a-rdors  of  feraphick  £re£,> 
With  never-ceafing  praifes,  fhould  fupply 
The  vacant  task  of  the  difpeopPd  sky. 
O  glorious  virtue,  let  him  fpeak  thy  praife, 
Whofe  raptur'd  breaft  felt  thy  divineft  blaze. 
*  Did  heavVs  indulgent  goodnefs  grant  to  me, 
To  ehoofe  the  gift  for  which  Fd  noted  be  : 
{  Whether  the  heights  of  eloquence  to  reach, 
Mafter  of  ev'ry  graceful  turn  of  ipeech- ; 
With  force  of  words  triumphant,  to  declaim  ; 
«  And  like  an  angel,  talk  on  ev'ry  theme. 
"  Whether,  by  penetrating  wit,  to  trace 

<*  The  Myfteries  of  nature,  and  of  grace  ; 

G  2  «  De- 

Tie  following  Lines  fire  a  Ptraphrafe  cn>  I  Cot\  xii*» 
**>  2,  3,  and  13. 
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*c  Dete&iflg  the  original  of  things : 
*e  Their  naked  efiences,  and  hidden  fprings : 
"  By  meafure,  counting  out  wide  nature's  (lores, 
cc  And  weighing,  in  a  ballance,  all  her  pow'rs. 
«<  Whether  by  light  prophetick,  to  reveal 
cc  The  fecret    fu&s  which  ages  paft  conceal, 
"  Or  to  predift  what  grand  events  yet  ly 
cc  Kid  in  t;he  womb  of  dark  futurity. 
«c  Whether,  by  faith,  to  do  amazing  feats  ; 
"  To  tofs  the  mountains  off  their  ancient  feats, 
«*  And  by  a  nod,  to  make  them  fix  or  £y, 
f<  Fill  up  the  ocean  or  invade  the  sky. 
t<  Whether,  to  be,  for  my  great  bounty  fam'd* 
*'  And  in  the  lift  of  glorious  martyrs  nam'd;  ' 
<f  My  goods  all  giv'n  to  fuccour  the  forlorn, 
**  Whilft  dire  incircling  flames  my  body  burn. 
"  Still  fruitlefs  were  all  my  unrival'd  parts, 
*(  Vain  my  donations,  vain  my  wondrous  art's, 
u  And  ev'n  my  martyrdom  itfelf  would  be 
"  Vain,   vain,  O  Love  !  mere  nothing  without  the 
**  Tho'  noify    fame,  with  loud  and  rattling  found 
*'  Might  hurl  my  Name3  the  wond' ring  world,  around 

«  Ye 
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**  Yet,  love  unmention'd,  all  her  tale  would  raife 
fc  But  tinfel  honour,  and  a  tlnk'ling  praife. 
•e  Love  is  the  fum  of  all  that's  good  and  great  : 
On  love  all  the  fair  filler-graces  wait : 
Ev'n  faith  and  hops,  tho'   fecond  in  renown, 
To  love  pay  homage,  and  her  empire  own. 
When  faith  and'  hope  mortality    confefs, 
j;C  And  die,  juft  grafping   everlafting  blifs, 
;<  Lov*  deathlefs  mounts,  and  opens  wide  her  breadj 
To  be  of  an  immortal  heav'n  pofTeft. 


P-J,  i    The  Tleafure  of  "Divine  Love. 

I  s  fweet,  in  raptures  of  feraphick  lore, 

To  ly  diffolv'd,  and  tafte  the  joys  above 
lth~  an  cnlarg'd   rejoicing  foul  to  know 
ow  much  of  heav'n  can  be  enjoy  'd  below. 
iftaken  men,  who  khow  no  joys  above, 
'he  momentany  gufls  offenfual  love, 
>y  laviih  praifes,  fondly  would  perfuadc 


"here  art- no  higher  pleafur-es  to  be -had. 
G  3 


AH  » 
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Ah !    what  a  pity  'tis,  fuch  noble  {trains 

Of  wit,  and  verfe,  renVd  with  fo  much  palns> 

Should  proftituted  be  to  fan  the  £re, 

And  paint  the  harlot-face  o-f  lewd    deflre. 

Oh  Dry  den  fare  I'd  never  thee  forgive, 

Should  I  thy  lateft  memory  furvive, 
\Vko  lavifti  of  fuch  {lores  of  native  fenfe, 

Thy   charming  lumbers.,  wit  and  eloquence, 
Trifles  fo  worthlefs,  and  profane  could'ft  choofe 
To  be  the   themes,   and  fcandals  of  your  mufe. 
Had  you  but  try'd  religion  to  adorn, 
Religion  which  you've    treated  with  fuch  fcorn  5 
By  praifmg  this,   had  you  fought    to  be  prais'd* 
The   monuments  by  your  great  genius  rais'd, 
Immortal  honrur  to  your  name  had  won, 
And  fpread    your  virtue's  with  your  vvit's  renown 
\Vliilfl  now   you're  blacken'd  by  your  own  fair  pen, 
£6?  be  ft  cf  pceis,  but  tbs  vwrfi  of  men. 
Bleft  be  an  Herbert,  Norrls,  Watts,  divine, 
A  Slaclunore  too,  \vhofe  names  diftinguifh'd  fhinc^. 
For  facred,  virtuous,  eyer-honour'd  verfe, 
Which  faints  may  read,  and    virgin-fouls  reheard- 

Ah 
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!  that  a  Wallers  pen  that  wrote   fb  well,, 

>nly,  on  themes  divine,  ihould  not  excel. 

[e  tells  the  caufe  :  but  who  excufe  it  can  ? 

[is  mufe  had  fpent  her  ftrength,  e'er  ihe  began 
'o  try  celeftial  flights  :    yet  chadity 
idorns  his  verfe,  as  much   as  harmony. 
:or  ever  lafts  the  lofty  Milton's  praife  ; 
Lnd  Cowlefs  too,  for  unpolluted  lays. 

Ireat  Addifiny  while   light,   to  read  him,  fliirtes, 
>hall   be  admir'd  for  chaft  majeftick  lines. 
Yicr   is  virtuous,  and  polite,  nor  fhall 

'he  garland  from  his  honour'd  temples  fall. 

'cpe  is  the  mufe's  darling,  and  their  pride, 

Co  charm  of  numbers  him  they  have  deny'd. 

Hi  !    hud   he  more  like  the  *  Mejfias  wrote, 

Iliad  had  but  the  next  applauds  got. 

:t  Tcw;/£'s  ^  Lafl  Day  his  mufe  for  ever  crown, 

7or  homage  to  religion's  merit  Ihown. 
ftrong,  fo  fparkling,   his  exalted  lays! 

read  with  pleafure,  and  with  pleafure  praife. 

But 

*  A  Poetx  written  by  Air.  Pope,  called  the  Meifias. 
(I  Mr.  Pope1*   Tranflaticn  of  Homer'j  Iliad. 
\  AFocm  written  fy  Mr. 
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But  cur  ft  be  he,  who  the  Circajjian. 
Pcrifh  his  fame,  contempt  be  all  his  lot, 
Who  boldly   durft,  with  execrable   pains, 
Turn  holy  myft'ries  into   impious  fcenes. 
Oh !    did  the  feeds   of  the  celeftial  fire, 
To  reach  the  true  fublime,  my  foul  infpire, 
My  brighteft  powVs  I'd  fummon  to  reveal 
The  joys,  O  Love  divine,  in  thee,  I  feel. 
Tho'  mortal  language  never  can  exprefs 
•What  dear,  tranfporting  pleafures  I  pofleft, 
"Whilft  melting,  in  thy  puseft  flames,  I  ly, 
And  vy  with  angels  for  felicity- 


The  Tranfport. 


I. 

Charming  object  of  deilres  I 
The  greateft  and  the  befi\ 
Tow'rds  thee,    O  GOD,   my  foul 
The  center  of  her   reft, 

O  ami- 
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II. 

O  amiable  G  O  D  of  love  ! 

In  thee  what  beauties  fhine  ! 
My  thoughts,  in  fweet  confufion,  rove, 

My  views  are  all  divine. 

I.I.I. 

Seraph  and  Cherub,  at  they  feet, 

In  bleft  amazement  ly  ! 
Whilft  ftraight  thy  glories  en  them  beat, 

They  melt  in  extafy  ! 

IV. 

At  humbler  diftance  plac'd,  I  fee 

The  fplendors  of  thy  throne. 
But  ah !  the  fcenc's  too  bright  for  me, 

LORD,  let  me  hence  be  gone. 

Surprife  upon  furprife  alarms 

My  raptur'd  foul,  whilft  fliff 
Beholds  the  glances  of  thy  charm*, 

The  li&ht'nin^s  Jhoot  from  thee. 

VI.  A- 
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VI. 

Around  me,  dafcljftg  glory  reigns, 

Fierce  joys  o'erflow  my  heart  ! 
Immortal  life  beats  in  my  veins  : 

My  pow'rs  convulfive  tfart  !' 

V  I  I. 

O  GOD  my  GOD  !  too  ftrong's  the  charg« 

Of  i'uch  delight  as  this  ! 
My  heart,  O  flrengthen,  and  enlarge, 
Or,  I  am  kill'd  with  blifs. 


Real  Intercourse. 


\\  7  ^  A  K  are  a 

That  can  be  urg'd  againft  experience  plai 

Perfuade  ms,  that  I  no  exiftence  have 
As  foon  you  may,  as  make  me  disbelieve 
The  truth  of  that,  fo  oft,  repeated  blifs 
I  in  communion  with  my  G  O-D>  poffefs* 

y 
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ou  know  it  not,  is  that  a  reafon  why 
ou  mufl  what  others  know  fo  well  deny  ? 
!»hall  he  who  never  faw  the  light,  contend 
Chat  all  mankind,  as  well  as  he,  are  blind  ? 
ifhe  paths  of  fin,  you  fay,  with  jeys  abound, 
Vnd  mutt  there  none  in  virtue's  road  be  found  ? 
hall  he  who  ferves  his  GOD  with  zealous  care^ 
tforfe  than  the  impious  bold  tranfgreffor  fare  ? 
Dan  fo  abfurd  a  thought,  by  any  mind, 
ay  fceptick,  ev'n  thine  own,   be  entertain'd  ? 
he  reftlefs  tempter,  vers'd  in  laying  (hares, 
o  catch  his  prey  nor  art,  nor  labour  fpares. 
nd  (hall  not  the  great  principle  of  love, 
o  liiccour  holy  minds  as  aftive  prove  ? 
V  hence  elfe  thefe  torrents  of  divine  delight, 
hefe  rapt'rous  joys,  rais'd  to  extatick  height, 
tyhich  faints  have,  oft,  in  fpight  of  pain,  expreft,] 
nd  martyrs,  in  the  raging  flames,  confeft  ? 
nd  why  mayn't  the  fame  fource  of  blifs  impart, 
iome  of  its  fmaller  ftreams,  to  glad  the  heart 
hat,  humbly,  drives  in  virtue  to  improve, 
Ind  burns  a  martyr,  in  the  flames  of  love  ? 

But 
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But  let  the  fceptick  world  dill  cavil  on, 
Whilft  better  things.,  my  foul,  by  thee  are 
"With  ardent  votes,  thine  own  dear  blifs  purfue, 
And  after  one  enjoyment  urge  a  new. 
Till,  thou,  from  drinking  of  the  ftreams,  art  laid 
To  drink  luxurious,  at  the  fountain-head  : 
And  full  of  blifs  divine,  ftor'd  vrith  the  load 
Of  glory  iifuing  from  th5  all-glorious  Goi>, 
Shall  ^ever  wond'ring,  ever  praifing  Jy, 
And  hug  the  rapt'rous  joys  of  immortality  ! 


Holy  T>read. 


CAM  I,  in  truth  believe,  a  GOD   to  be 
Without  adoring  his  dretd  majefty  ? 
Reigns  he  exalted  with  almighty  fway, 
And   fhall  I  fearlefs  be  to  difobey  ? 
Tho'  fenfe  of  danger  did  me  not  controul, 
A   more  ingenuous  force  would  move  my  foul; 
And  make  me   tremble  to  be  bafe,  tho'  I 

Might  be  audacious,   -\Yith  impunity. 

A  v  •» 
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*  A  parent's  frown   I  never  could  fuftaln  ; 

|  A  friend's  difpleafure   ever  gives  me  pain  ; 

]  Tow'rds  GOD,  then,    fhall  I  more  effronted  provr. 
Outbrave  his  terrors,  flight  his  dearefl   love. 
And,  by  a  fenfelefs,  daring   licence,  fhow 
I  neither  gratitude,   nor  revVence  know  ? 
No,  no,  my  GOD,  the  mighty  dread  of  thee 
Maintain'd  and  cheriih'd  in  my   bread  fhall  be  : 
Colle&ed  round  my  heart,  I'll  keep  it  there 
An  antidote  againft   all  other  fear. 
Such  iliining  prints   of  excellence  difplay'd 
Are  feen  in  all  the  works  which  thou  haft  made, 
That  look  I  upward,  downward,  or  around, 
I.  can't  but  thee  regard   with  dread  profound  ' 
Eut  when,   thy  great  perfections  to  defcry, 
I  dart  my  thought  beyond   the  vaulted  sky  ; 
When  midd   celeftial  hods  my  felf  I  pLice, 
TO  view   the  radiant  glories  of  thy  face, 
Ah  !  how   I  faint,    and  fink  beneath  the  weight 
Of  daunting  Majefty,  and  dazling   light  ! 
And  yet  my   mod  affe&ing  dread  of  tli,e 
Still  is,  my   GOD,  from  perturbation  free  .- 

H  It 
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It  bends  my  fpirit  with  a  pleafant   load  ! 
Ev'n  heav'n  would  not  be  heay'n  without  the  dreae 
of  G  O  D« 


On  the  fame 


i. 

HO  w  great  !  how  marvellous,  Almighty  G  o  D 
Are  all  the  Works  of  thy  ftupend'ous  pow'r 
Who,  in  furvey  of  them,  can  look  abroad, 
And  ceafe  th'  all-glorious  Author  to  adore  ? 

II. 

Wlio  would  not  (loop  and  homage  pay  to  thee, 
O  King  of  Saints  !  to    whom  belongs  all  fear  ? 
When  angels  bow,  (hall  men  prefumptuous,  be 
More  boldly  daring  than  ev'n  devils  are  ? 

III. 

Dread  fov'reign  of  the  univerfe,  if  fchou 
Look'ft  angry  down,  all  frighted  nature  ihakes  ! 
And  fhall  a  heart,  like  miae,  refufe  to  bow 
Before  the*  arm  that  rocks>  like   rufhes  breaks  ? 

IV. 
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IV. 

P  G  O  D  tremend'ous  !   humbly  lo  !  I  ly, 
And  dread  thee,  from  the  bottom  of  my  Ibttl. 
The  terrors  of  thy  awful  majefty 
'own  to  the  center   of  my  being  roll. 

V. 

JO  G  o  D,  my  GOD,  ft  ill  may  I  thee  adore, 
|And  feel  my  heart  bend  with  the  awfol  weight 
Got  jOf  dread,   tremend'ous  as  the  thunder's  rore, 
;K  jBut  ibft,  and  harmleis  as  the  morning  light. 


ftefire. 


NO  T  all  within  the  world's  extended  frame, 
Can  fill  my  foul's  embrace,   or  quench  her 

flame. 

id  hungry  men  on  painted  dainties  feaft  ; 
akes !  ftVith  golden  dreams  the  mifer  fill   his  cheft, 
w      ks  well  as  tell  my  foul,  ftie  may  obtain 
reib-  Content  in  things,  -which  are  themfelves  Co  vain.' 

H  2 
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Great  GOD   !  to  thee  my  tow'ring  wifhes  rife, 
My  hopes  ambitious  mount  above  the  skies  ; 
Thy  felf,  a  good   immenfe,  my  foul   purfues, 
Nor  can  fhe  red  content   with  meaner  -views. 
But   ah  !  the  difadvantage  of  my  flate  ; 
flow  long  fhall  I  a  poor  expeftant   wait, 
Excluded  from  thefe   wealthy  (lores  of  bit."* 
I  longing  fee,  but  can't   alas  !  poi&fs  ? 
So  looks  the.  weary  pris'ner  through  the  grate 
(And  much  bewails  his   miferable  fate,) 
On  fpncious  fields.,  at  diftance^  beautify'd^ 
\Vith  fweets  of  liberty,  to   him  deny'd. 
O  happy  day,  when  from  her  chains  fet  free 
My  joyful  foul  begins   her  jubile ! 
When  panting,  and   impatient  of  delay, 
Tow'rds    GOD,   her    chiefeft    good,  fhe  wings   h< 

way  ; 

Till  in  his  bofom,  with  reclining  head, 
At  life's  pure  overflowing  fountain  laid, 
She  takes  in  {beams  of  blifs,  at  evjry  draught, 
Large  as  her  wifh,  and  boundlefs  as  her  thought 
How  happy,  then,  fhall  be  my  raviih'd  heart ! 
How  throng'd  with  joys  each  glad  «ultinS 


Spiritual  Life.  g 

Wliilft,  ftill,  as  flie  drinks  in  the    flowing   {lore, 
My  foul  grows  wider  to  drink  more  and  more. 


Imitation. 

HO  w    charming  fair    the    god-like   foul 
fliine, 

In  the   array  of  graces  all    divine  ! 
Such  are  the  natives   of  celeftial    light, 
Such  AAam  was,  whilft  he,  new-ftamp'd  and  bn&hr, 
The  glorious  image    of  his  maker,   bore. 
And   all   the  creatures  did  his  form  adore. 
On  wood   or  canvafs,  with   the  help  of  paint, 
The   bleft  Divinity  to  reprefent, 
Is  the   attempt  of  vain  and  impious  art,  . 
His  image  o»ly  fliines   upon  the  heart. 
Upon  my  heart,  my  GOD,  with  humble   care., 
I'll  try   to   copy  thy   perfections   fair, 
The  beauteous  form  I'll  heighten  ev?ry  chy^ 
Each  grace  improving,  brightening  evVy.  ray, 

H  2  Till 
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Till  I  have  quite  {hook  off  mortality, 
Transformed  throughout,  and  all   divine  like  tliee- 
How  fair's   the  pattern  !   how   familiar  too, 
Set,  by  my  dear  Redeemer,  in  my  view  ! 
Where  all  the  graces  of  the  life  divine, 
In  charming  fplendor,  without  dazling  fhine. 
Great  miracles  he  wrought,  but  more  than  thefe, 
His  glorious  virtues  admiration  raife. 
Virtues,  which  fhew  how  GOD,  beneath  the 
Of  humane  form,  can  in  perfe&icn  dwell. 
Virtues,  which,  copy'd  out  upon  the  mind, 
The  pow'r  of  working,  wonders  far  tranfcencU 
O  GOD,  my  Saviour,  help  me  by  thy  grace,. 
tThefe  aaatchlefs  virtues  of  thy  life  to  trace  : 
Till  I  have  reach"d  perfection's  glorious  height, 
l'.?d  By  thy  fair  example's  ihining  light. 
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Tnrity. 


H  E  heart  that  pttrg'd  from  low  and  vile  de- 
fires, 

lows  with  the  ardor  of  feraphrck  fires ; 
pious  foul  that,  with  afpiring  views, 
iblimer  heights  of  virtue  ftill  purfues  > 
[Shall,  timely,  reach  the  lofty  bleft  abode? 
JAnd  be  admitted  to  the  fight  of  GOD. 
iO  charming  purity  !  illuftrious  grace  ! 
((What  god-like  beauty  fparkles  in  thy  face  ! 
tn  radiant  orbs,  crown'd  with   thy  rays  divine* 
Finifh'd  in  glory,  fairts  and  angels  fliine. 
JTea  GOD   all-glorious,  in  himfelf,  can  fee 

fairer  charm  than  his  own  purity  ; 
No  brighter  jewel  fparkles  in  his  crown  ! 
No  pow'r  diviner  props  his  royal  throne  j 
His  purity  darts  the   divined  blaze. 
And  luftre  adds  to   all  his  other  rays. 

O  that 
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O  that  my  foul,  purg'd  from  the  bafe  alloy 

Of  ev'ry  vile  deflre,  and  tainted  joy, 

Had  reach' d  thefe   heights  of  purity  divine, 

Which  in  my  eyes  with  charms  attra&ive,  ftune  ! 

Then  meet  for  heav'n,  and  the  dear  company 

Of  fpotlefs  angels,  meet  for  feeing  thee, 

Father  of  lights,  I'll  joyful  mount  on  high, 

And  leave  a  world,  below,  drench' A  in  impurity,  ij 


In  Allujion  falfaiah  vi.  wr.  iyto  7, 
i. 

LO  OK  up,  my  foul,  to  yon  empyreal  heav'n, 
Through  interposing  clouds  lift  up  thine  eyes 
The  eye  of  faith,  to   ferve  thee,  kindly  giv'n 
Wharc  ferrfe  grows   blind,  and  nothing  can  defcry 

IL 

See  !  tow  exalted  on   a  lofty   throne 
Th'  ALMICHTY  Ikines  in  glorious  awful  ftate ! 
Oh  !  fee  the   rays  that  fparkle  from  his  crown, 
Da^licg  tke  eyes  of  kofts  that  on  him  wait ! 

III.  See 
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III. 

e,  fee !   frtiat  dread  their   humble  pofture  fpeaks, 
hilft  proftrate  and  abaili'd  they  wond'ring  ly  ! 
e   !   how  the  fympathiiing  temple  Shakes, 
holy,  holy,   holy  LORD'  they  cry. 

IV. 

Ah  \  vile,  polluted  foul  of  mine,  can*{l   thou 
Hope  e'er  to  come,    where  fuch  pure  glories  dwell  ? 
Can*ft  thou  the  face  of  great  JEHOVAH  view  ? 
T,hy  tongue  his  name  ineffable  reveal  J 

V. 

fomc  kind  feraph  of  the  heav'nly  throng, 
r,  with  the   un&ion  of  celeftial  fire> 
Lnd  my  polluted  heart,  and   eyes,  and  tongue^ 
7or  work  fo  facred,  kallow  and  infpire. 
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Zeal 

TTE's  a  "true  hero  who,  with  holy  rage, 

Dares   to  engage  the  vices  of  the  ager 
Who  fenced  about,  with  his  own  flaming  teal, 
Proclaims,  and  wages  daily  war  with  hell. 
Who,  dear  religion's  int'red  to  maintain, 
Boldly  encounters  peril,  toil,  and  pain; 
And  thinks  the  greateft  hazards  final!,  to   fhow 
How  much  he  dares  for  GOD,   and  goodnefs  &o* 
But  men  alas !  in  thefe  revolting  times, 
As  deftitute  of  leal,  as  full  of  crimes, 
To  aft  for  GOD,  find  neither  heart  nor  hand, 
Zeal's  fled,    and  reformation's  at  a  {land. 
Some  furious  breads,  their  paflion's  wild-fire  fpue 
Vcfuvlus-Yitey  and  think  great  zeal  they  fhew. 
When  they  devouring  dorms  and  thunders  raife, 
And  fet  the  world  about  them  in   a  blaze. 
Unhappy  men!  by  dire  pretexts  of  zeal, 

To  minifter  to  the  deilgns  of  hell  •, 

An 
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:And  hand  about,  ®f  plagues  a  brimful  cup  ; 

,Our  zeal  fhould  eat  our  felves,  not  others  up. 

Tho1  lefs  their  mifchief,  equal's  their  miftake, 

|Who  peevdfhnefs  for  zeal's  refinement  take; 

•Break  fquares  with  all  mankind,  becaufe  they  won't 
Agree  with  them,  in  each  minutefl  point. 
Such  minds  too  narrow  are  for  zeal's  embrace, 
Where  charity  obtains  fo  little  place. 
Good  LORD!  inform  my  mind,  my  heart  infpire 
With  zeal,  made  up  of  equal  light  and  fire  : 
And  when  the  int'refts  of  thy  glory  call, 
P  ,  May  I  rejoyce  to  venture  life  and  all. 


Humility. 

humble  man  can,  like  the  ofier,  bend 
And  fcorn  the  blafts  which  haughty  fpirits 

rend  ; 

yielding,  conquer ;  by  fubmiflion,  rife  ; 
?orgive,  and  triumph  o'er  his  enemies. 

MecklT. 
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Meekly,  he  can  fuftain  unkind  negle&, 
Affronts  repay,  with  unconftrain'd  refpecfc; 
And  when  vvorft  treated,  with  a  pow'rful  fway 
Controul  his  paffions,  and  their  rage  allay. 
So  lived  the  Ton  of  GOD,  fuch  was  the  road 
Of  felf-denial  he   divinely  trode. 
And  fuch  mud  all  that  follow  JESUS  be, 
From  arrogance  ev'n  fcrupuloufly  free. 
Behold,  dear  Saviour!  witnefs  what  I  fay, 
My  foul   fubmiflive   at  thy  feet  I  lay, 
Ambitious,  LORD,  thy  humble  life  to  trace, 
Humility  thy  mod  difiinguifh'd  grace, 
The  Image  of  thy  foul,  and  picture  of  thy  face- 


The  Humility  and  Meeknefs  ofChrij 

EHOLD   !  how   humbly  the   meek   ]  i  s  tr 


B 


walks! 

Behold  !  how  freely  with  poor  men  he  talks ! 
No  fupercilious  airs,  to  bend  his  brow ! 
No  haughty  looks   that  fay,  — -  Tour  difl 
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ifhe  publicans,  and  finners    round   him  croud, 

A'elcome  to  be  by   his  advice  made  good. 

jfo  him  the  fick,   blind,  deaf,  and  dumb  repair, 
[is  rich  companions,  and  his  cures  to  ihare. 
fo  fee  expensive,  or  unkind  delay 
Debates  their   hopes,  or  fends  them  fad  away ; 
Jut,  foon  as  fought,  the  favour  is  beitow'd  ; 
id,  freely,  he  gives  all,  who  nothing  ow'd. 
>bferve  the   places  of  his  chief  refort, 
'he  humble   cottages,  and   not  the  court. 
[o  roof  fo  mean,  but  he  his  head  can  bow 

|To  enter,  his    kind   blefling    to  bcftbw: 
To  food  fo  coarfe,  but  he   his  fhare  can  take, 

»'d,   of  a  morfel,  oft,  a  meal  to  make: 
[o  company  fo  vile,  but  he  can  johi, 
ro  entertain  them  with  difcourfe  divine  5 
>ure,  wherefoe'er  he  enters  as  a  gueft, 
*o  pay  an  earthly,  with  a  heav'nly  feaft. 
[o  garb  he  wore,  with  broad  philaaeries, 
'o   fpeak  him  very  holy  and  precife  : 
lut  with  his  pure,  unfeign'd  fimplicity, 
homely,  feamlefs  coat  does  more  agree. 

I  Ne 
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No  equipage  he  had,  nor  badge  of  (late, 

To  fpeak  him  of  the  number  of  the  great ; 

But  with  a  lowly,  port,  and  humble  train 

Of  twelve  mean -born,  and  undiftinguifh'd  men, 

On  foot,  he  traverfeth  the  land,  and  fhows 

Vain  earthly  pomp  revers'd,  where'er  he  goes. 

Weary,  and  hungry,  deftitute  of  food, 

But  what  confided  in  his  doing  good, 

From  charitable  friends  he  waits  relief 

To  forrows  train'd,  acquainted  well  with  grief. 

In  ufeful  labours,  having  fpent  the  day, 

Unlefs,  at  night,  he  went  apart   to  pray, 

"Where  he  was  lodg'd,  where  fhelter'd  from  the  cole 

Of  night's  injurious  damps,  we  are  not  told; 

por  houfe,  his  own,  he  had  not,  nor  a  bed 

Where  he,  at  night,  might  lean  his  weary  head. 

Injurious  wretches  whet  their  impious  tongues. 

And  add  reproaches  to  his  other  wrongs. 

Ah!  daring  impudence!  hark!    he's  blafphem'd, 

A  glutton,  drunkard,  and  a  devil  nam'd  ! 

Yet  calm,  and  unprovok'd,  he  ftill  replies. 

And  only  the  malicious  charge  denies. 

Ofi 
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>ft  as  he  fpoke,  what  balm  his  lips  diffus'd  I 
|But  fatyr,  and  inve&ive  never  us'd. 
lut  when  the  hypocrite  his  zeal  arraigns, 
md  woes  pronounceth  on  iniquous  gains, 

folcmn  !  how  tremendous  !  then,  his  fpeech, 
'*  alarm  the  confcience  of  the  guilty  wretch  ! 
'hat  wond'rous  things  he  did,  no  tongue  can  tell, 
Tet  oflentation  never  could  prevail, 
'o  make  him  work  one  miracle,  to  raife 
?ame  to  himfelf,  or  curious  eyes  to  pleafe. 
lut  fee  the  felf-abafement  of  his  foul ! 
tirding  himfelf  round,  with  the  fervile  tow'l, 
pour'd  out  water,  in  the  bafon,  flows, 
To  wafh  his  own  difciples  feet  he  bows  ! 

to  compleat  the  humble  aftion,  daigns 
*o  wipe  them,  with  the  fame  obliging  pains. 
!  humble  JESUS,  may  my  foul,  by   tliee, 
'hus  walh'd,  and  wip'd  from  fin's  pollutions  be. 
Lnd  may  I,  taught  by  thy  example,  fhow 
To  aft  of  chriftian  friendfhip  is  fo  low, 
Jut  what  to  pra&ife  I  can  chearful  bow. 

I  2  But 
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But  fee  him,  now,  engag'd  in  the  laft  fcenes, 
Which,  to  a  pitch,  fcrew  up    his  woes  and  pains"! 
Is  there  a  word  or  look  (let  malice  boaft) 
To  fpeak  his  mind  diflurb'd,  or  temper  loft  ? 
Led,   like  the  harmlefs  lamb,  to  {laughter 
Or,  as  the  iheep,  before  her  fhearer,  dumb  ; 
So,  tamely,  he  fubmits  to  cruel  death, 
And  fpeaks  his  meeknefs  out  with  his  laft  breath.1 


The  Admiration. 


I. 

TTJ  E  H  o  i  D   !  with  wonder,  heav'n  and  earth! 
•*-^    The  fon  of  GOD  becomes  a  man  ! 
Surprizing  tale  !  amazing  birth  ! 
Can  he  ftoop  lower  ?  yes  he  can. 

II. 

'Behold  !  him  fix'd  on  a  curs'd  tree, 
"Where  thoufand,  thouiand  deaths  him  kill! 
Say,  is  not  this  humility  ? 

Stupend'ous !  Ask  once  more  I  will. 

III.  Fc 
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III. 

'or  whom  ftoop'd  he  fo  low  ?    For  man, 
ro  fave  him  from  an  endlefs  hell; 

ich  prodigies  ye  angels  fcan, 

'o  me  they're  inconceivable  *. 

IV, 

tot  fay,  my  heart,  what  wilt  thou  give 
"o  him,  who  ftoop'd  fo  low  for  thee? 
'11  give  my  all,  and,  while  I  live, 
'11  copy  his  humility* 


o 


'Patience. 

VE  who  with  patience  bears  each  heavy  load,' 
Impos'd,  by  the  all-wife,  almighty  GOD  ; 
clcife  befieg'd  with,  dire  invading  pajns, 
[is  .tempejr,  and.  decorum  flill  retains, 
fay,  juftly,  claim  a  place  for  his  great  name 
I'Mongfl:  the  £rft  hero's  in  the   Hit  of  fame, 
true  unfhaken  fortitude  of  foul, 
BO  incumbent  preffures  can 
I  3 
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Exalts  him  higher,  than  the  loud  renown 
Of  kingdoms  conquer'd,  or  of  battles   wor>» 
Hear  how  the  man,  for  patience  juftly  fam'c!, 
By  heav'n  applauded  for  a  life  unblam'd  ; 
Hear  how  the   difmal  tidings  he  receives, 
(Whilft  thick  they  comejlike  waves  purfu'd  by  waves ;) 
Till,  in  conclufion,  all  Is  loft,  he  hears  ! 
Obferve,  how  bravely  he   the    ruin  bears  ! 
Low,  on  the  ground,    his  humbl'd  head  he  lays, 
And   then,  adoring,  to  his  Maker   fays, 
<c  Naked  I  came  out  of  my   mother's  womb, 
ic  Naked  (hall  go  to  my  eternal  home  ; 
"  Almighty  GOD    enriched  me  with  his  loan, 
6e  And,  at  his  term,  he  has  recall'd  his  own, 
«*.  Bleft  be  the  name  of  G  o  D,  who  both  hath  done* 
Heroick   patience,  fuch  as  ihall   proclaim, 
Through  ages  all,  good  Job>  thy  hoaour'd  name. 
But  patience,  without  grace^  is   meer  pretence  ; 
A  ftubborn  nature,  or  a  ftupid   fenfe  : 
And  thofe  fiun*d  wife,    who  did  all  pain  deride, 
In  lieu  of  real  patience,  iwell'd  with  pride. 

True 
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True  patience,   only,  lodges  in  the  foul, 

Phere  grace  divine,  the  paflions,   does  controul  5 

Vhere  love  to  GOD,  fubmidion  to  his  Will, 

fecret  joy  his  pleafure  to  fulfil, 
Soothing  the  heart,  and  foft'ning  the  difeafe, 
Supports   the   mind  in  pain,  with  hope  of  eafet 
Hope    is  the  foul  of  patience :  hope  infpires 
The  chriftian  fufFrer :    hope,  amidft  the  fires, 
Sts  fmiiing   on  the   pious   martyr's  brow, 
\nd  makes  him  fcorn   the  worft  that  death  can  do* 
5uch  was  the  hope  infpir'd  th'  apoftle's  breaft, 
\nd  made  him  fhevv  to   martyrdom  fuch  hafte, 
Vhen,  to  his  anxious  friends,    unmov'd,  he  &ys 

What  mean  you,  by  your  tears,  and  urg'd  delays, 
\  c  To  give  me  greater  pain,  than  I  can  feel, 
E  In  dying  for  my  LORD,  I  lore  fo  well? 
)  GOD    of  hope  and  patience  make  me   know, 

M& 

Vhen  trials   come,  what  'tis  to  fuffer   fo: 


* 

Trf 


lay  hope  in    thee,  and  profpe&   of  relief 
'referve  me  patient,  under  all   my  grief: 
ay  CHRIST'S  example,  ever  in  my  eye, 
me,  patient,  both  to  live  and  dye. 


Spiritual  Life*  1 


Hope. 


L 

HO  P  E  is  the  bread,  by  which  fuftain'd 
I  .was,  in  my  firft    tender  years, 
Hope  is  the  flaff,   on  which,  I  lean'd, 

When,  firft,  I  trode  the  path  of   cares; 

? 
II. 

A  daring  infant,   then  a  man, 
By  hope  made   bold,  with  open  eyes, 
I   ventur'd,  and  life's  gantlop  ran,  . 
And  yet  am   &v'd  to  my  furprife, 

ill. 

Hope  is  to  me  a  fun  and  Ihieid, 
Light  an&  prote&ion  to  me  brings: 
When  troops  of  danger  fill  the  field, 
Hppe,  to  furjnoiint  thejn^  £ives  me  ivin^s- 

W.  Hope 
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IV. 

ope  is  the  chariot  of  my  foul, 
n  which,  with  lofty  port.  Hie  rides, 
p-hill  her  wheels  as  fwiftly  roll, 
s  down  the  torrent's  rapid  tides. 

V. 

Yea,  hope  can  mount  above  the  skies,] 
And  travel  o'er  the  fields  of  blifs, 
And,  as  Hie  cads  all  round  her  eyes, 
Say,  §oul  admire !  thy  kingdom  this  ! 

VI. 

My  daily  food  hope  flill  has  been, 
Each  morning's  manna  frefli  and  good: 
On  hope  I  live:  they  little  ken  r 

fay  that  hope  is  airy  food. 

VII. 

But  hope  I  mean,  in  GOD  alone, 
For  he  the  weight  of  hope  can  bear  ; 
When  other  props  we  truft,  they're  gone, 
And  we  fink,  with  them,  in  defpair. 

VIII.  Hope 


106  Sfiritual  Life. 

VIII. 

Hope  fix'd  on  ]  E  s  u  s,    and  his  grace, 
JESUS    my  never  failing  friend, 
Who  holds  the  chain  of  promiies, 
And  bids  my  hope  on  them  depead. 

IX. 

O  G  o  D,  my  GOD,  the  hope,  and  guide, 
Both  of  my  youth  and  riper  years, 
In  thee  I  have,  and  will  confide, 
Till  hope  me  to  fruition  bears. 


Contentment. 

VJTE  L  L,  pevifh  heart j  come,   now,  I  give  the 

vent, 

Speak  out,  for  once,  the  ground  of  thy  complaint, 
Tell  freely  what's  thy  grudge,  and  only  bear 
An  anfwer,  calmly,  in  thy  turn,  to  hear. 
Thou'rt  v£x'd,  thou   fay'ft:,   with  crofs  events,  an* 

griev'd, 
fruitlefs  labours,  and  with  hopes  deceiv'd  : 
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ftubborn  courfe  of  things  gainfays  thy  will  \ 
hy  fate  is  to   be    contradided  {till  : 
hilll,  others,  who  find  providence  more  kind, 
ve  always  gay,  and   fail  before   the  wind, 
his  is  the  fum  of  what  thy  difcontent, 
as  to  object  :  a  very  vain  complaint, 
or  pray,  my  heart,   tell  who's  the  man  that  knows, 

ever  knew  a   life  exeem'd  from   woes : 
[Jown   from  the  priace,  with  royal  purple  grac'd, 
jFo   the  poor  begger,  on  the  dunghill  plac'd, 
\sk,  if  there  can  be  found  a  man  to  fay 
is  joys  of  life,  admit  of  no    allay. 
it  thou  art  brought,  thou  think'it,  to  fuch  a  pafs* 
hat  fcarce  the   like,  or  is,   or  ever  was. 
vaft  miftake !  look  round  the  world,  and  fee 
pw  many  thoufands  of  mankind  there  be, 
'ho  gladly  would  change  lots  with  thee,   and  bato 
ne  half  the  bleflings  of  thy  better  itate. 
ow  many  groan,  whilft  tugging  at  the  oar  ? 
j    'hilft  digging  in  the  mine,  how  many  more  ? 
"hat  numbers  wafting  on  a  fick-bed  ly  ? 

>r  helplefs  mourn  their  wretched  poverty? 

How 
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How  many  beat  the  torture  of  the 

Or  lofs  of  limbs,  or  dearer  friends  bemoan? 

Make  the   furvey,  my  heart,  and  dare  complain^ 

If  ought  ingen'ous  does  in  thee  remain; 

Say,  had  thou  ever  wanted  what  might  be 

Enough,   thy  juft  defires  to  fatisfy  ? 

Were   e're  they  wants,  when  preiTmg,  unfupply'd  ? 

Was  e'er  they  morfel,  in   its  time,  deny'd? 

And  by  what   tye,'pray,  tell  upon  what  fcore 

Was  providence  oblig'd  to  furniih  more  ? 
Nature  is  modeft,  and  with  little  pleas' d  ; 
Much  the  demand  is,  of  a  mind  difeas'd, 
Whofe  wifhes,  like  the  dire  hydropfy,  rife 
More  eager,  as  they're  fed  with  new  fupplies. 
And,  why  fo  fond  of  things  that  are  fo  vain, 
Shadows  of  pleafure,  a  phantaflick  train, 
That,  ftill,  the  more  they're  valu'd,  and  purfu'd  * 
Fly  your  embraces,  and  your  hopes  delude? 
Content  can  ne'er  be  found  in  earthly  things ; 
But  takes  its  rife  from  much  diviner  fp rings, 
A  foul  that  pays  a  juft  regard  to  heav'n, 
Truth  Goi>,  and  keeps  the  pa/lions  fmooth  and  ev'i; 
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'hat  things,  by  their  true  worth,  does  wifely- 
id  weighs  the  prcftnt  with  the  future  ftate  ; 
lat  ftate,  where  he  with  JESUS   fhall  obtain 
folid  blifs  which,  here,  is  fought  in  vain, 
ich  is  the  man  who  true  content  may  claim, 
id  boaft,  he  knows  more  of  it  than  the  name* 
lilft  'tis  in  vain,  to  hope,  or  to  effay, 
'o  reach  the  high  attainment,  by  another-way. 


The  Apoftle  PaulV  Contentment^ 

In  Imitation  of  Phil.  iv.  n,  12,  i  j. 
I. 

RE  A  T  is  the  boatt,  but  free  of  pride! 

Obferve,  and  copy  what  he  fays : 
/hat  he  proclaims,  he,  oft,  had  try'd, 
id  tells  it,  to  his  matter's  praife. 

II. 
t's  the  leflbn  I  have  learn'd : 


Matter  of  the  happy  art: 

K  If, 
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j£  inward,  were  my  breaft  difcernM, 
You'd  fee  it,  written  on  my  heart. 

III. 

Content,  in  ev'ry  flate,  I  boafl. 
!My  G  o  D  do  with  me,  what  he  will : 
When  all  fhall  fay,  the  man  is  loft : 
Not  fo,  I'll  fay:  content  I'm  ft  ill. 

IV. 

Raife  me  on  high,  or  caft  me  down, 
Or  give  me  nothing,  or  give  all  ; 
No  change  fhall,  in  my  mind,  be  known  ; 
Content  can  neither  rife,  nor  fall. 

\        v- 

O  wond'rous  man  !  whence  was  you  taught 
This  wond'rous  art?  one  word  will  ftiow, 
CHRIS  T,  matchlefs  CHRIST!  Cfor  I  am  nought ) 

But  J,  through  CHRIST,  can  all  things  do. 

1  in 

n 


:: 

I; 

Rt- 


;. 
. 

;: 
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A    S,  to  the  potter,  yields  the  pafflve  clay  ; 
]  As,  to  the  chanter's  voice,  th'  obfequious  lay  $ 

[So,  when,  at  firft,  the  great  Creator  fpoke, 
I  Things  into  being,  life,  and  form  awoke. 
JO  Go  D  !  my  Maker,  I  the  pow'r  adore 
f  From  which  I  fprung,  who  nothing  was  before. 
To  thee,  with  willing  mind,  I'll  fubje<a  be, 
And  make  free  choice,  vie  with  neceflity* 
Refign'd,  my  Goi>,  to  thy  difpofing  will, 
Til  joy,  when  I  thy  purpofcs  fulfil: 
Happy,  if  I  can  ferve  thy  lead  intent, 
Pay  homage  to  thy  will,  by  my  confent, 
And  with  a  foul  fubmiffive  undergo, 
hate'er  I'm  call'd  to  fufifer,  or  to  do. 
11  murm'ring  thoughts,  (Mike  criminal  and  vain} 
Shall  be  fuppres'd :  ihall  I  dare  to  arraign 
Thy  fov'reign  condua  ?  fli-ill  I  tell  to  thee 
What's  fit  and  proper  to  be  done  with  me  ? 

K.2  N. 
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NO,  no  my  GOD,  whilft  I  a  being  have, 

Thou  fhalt  the  homage  of  my  faith  receive  .' 

To  thee  furrend'ring  all  my  interefts  dear, 

Sure  of  the  bleffed  i'flue  of  thy  Care, 

With  mind  aiTur'd,  I'll  refolutely  go 

Through  all  the   various  rifque  of  fate  below;- 

What  ?  tho'  the   voyage    of  my  life  Ihould  be 

A  conflant  toiling  on  a  (lormy  fea. 

What?  tho5  I  Ihould  on  fome   dire   rock  be  blown,  i 

And  feem  to  all  fpe&ators  quite  undone: 

Yet  well  I  know,  that  after  all,  by  thee 

My  fliipwrack'd  int'refts  gather'd  up  lhall  be 

Safe    and  intire,  on  that  pacifick  fliore, 

Where,  crcfs  adventures  I  fliall  fear  no   more. 


Chrifl's  Rcfignation. 


i. 

FL  A  T  E   on  the  ground,  ama^'d  he  lies  ! 
Thrice  falling,  thrice  implores  relief! 
<rc  Father,  if  poffible,  he   cries 
«  Pity  thv  fon,  and  cafe  mr 


II.  This 
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This  cup,  this  difmal  cup  of  Woe, 
;  Which,  now  I  drink,  confounds   my  foul ! 
Ah !  may'n't  this'  cup  yet  from  me  go  ? 
uft  I  exhauft  the  poifan'd  bowl  ? 

III. 

Father,  fince  it   is   thy  will, 
thy  obedient  fon  refign  ; 

>J  thoufand  deaths  this   cup  do   fill, 
t'li  drink  it  off:  thy  .will  is  mirfe. 

IV. 
;ar'ft  thou,  my   foul,  and  lhalt  thou  ercr 

trifling  griefs   again  lament?' 
Shall  ever  thy  Redeemer  hear 
*hee  breathe,  in  fecret,  one  complaint  ? 

V. 

GOD,  my  Saviour1  form"  my   jjlind 
"o-do,  and  fufFer   for  thy  fake: 
live  me  a  heart/ to  thee1  rcfign'd,' 
may  it,  LOR  D3  unpity'd ;  break* 
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Self-valuation. 


i. 

N  K,  fink,  to  nothing  fink  vain  manj- 
Blind  be  thy  felf-admiring  eye. 
The    whole  amount  of  thy  eftate, 
Is  cmptinefs   and  vanity. 

II. 

Refign  to  GOD,  what  he    has  giv'n, 
And  what*  behind,  remains  thine  own  ? 
Nothing.  —  -  And  can'ft  thou  ftrut  to  fee 
Thy  valu'd  fclf  a  cypher  fhown  ?• 

III. 

Take  back  thy  being;  what  as  thine, 
Befides  thy  countlefc  fins,  remains? 
And  can'ft  thou  fooiiih,  pride   thy  felf 
In  viewing  thine  own  ugly  ftains  ? 

IV. 

Thy  boaft  is  rcafon  ;  think  how  far 
An  asel's  cyc^  and  divel's  too 


Can 
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!an  look  beyond  thy  fight,  which  can't 
atom  to  the  bottom  view. 

V. 

r  ftrength,  nor  beauty  can  reflfl 
'h*  aflailing  fever's  fiery  rage : 
ind,  tho5  no  ficknefs   fhould  invade,' 
j'hey  are  the  fpoils  of  conqu'ring  age* 

VI. 

to  the  womb,  where  firft  you  lodg'dj 
idft  darknefs  and  obfcurity  5 
|<ook   to  the  grave,  where  you  again 

re  humbl'd  in  the  duft  lhall  ly. 
. . 
VII. 

JA.  worm-like  embrio  was  thy  rife; 
|A.n  heap  of  worms,  thine  end  lhall  be  ; 
jFor  fhame,  man,  ftrip  thy  felf 
{And  be  not  vain  of  vanity* 


Spiritual  Life.* 


All-divine  the  pleafure  is  that  lies 

In  doing  .good,  the  god-like  exercifa 
Of  generous  fouls,  ambitious  to  poflfefs 
The  bed  perfeftion,  and  the  higheft   blils  I 
Juftice  is  creeping,  gratitude  is  low ; 
Good  undeferv'-d,  yea  &ood>  for  ill,  to  clo 
Marks  out   the  noble  path.,  the  fphere  divine^ 
In  which  heroick  friendship  loves  to  fhine. 
But  ah  !  with  tears  of  blood  we  may  complain 
That  few  fuch  god-like  men  are  to  be  feen. 
Tho'  JESUS   has  the  bright   example   fet, 
jn  doing  good,  who  does  him   imitate  ? 
Men  all  within   themfelves  contra&ed  now3 
Friendlhip,  as  an  impertinence   forego,: 
So  rare  the  aits  of  generous  charity, 
A  favour  'tis  uninjur'd>   now,  to    be. 
Ah  V  times  the  worftj    fince  time  a  being  had  ! 
Ah!  facrcd  friendihip,  whither  art  thou  fled? 
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•• 

[s  hatred  made  the  badge  of  chriftian   life  ? 
jAre  the  baptifmal  waters  thofe  of  ftrife  ? 
fob  !  for  the    day,  when   exil'd  love  returned, 
ihall.glad  the  earth,  which  long  her  abfence  mourn'd* 
fhat  blisful  fcenes,   fhall  in  her  prefence   rife  ! 
<arth  fhall  be  turn'd  into  a  paradife ! 
[ankind  like  angels  live  •,  celeftial  peace 
>hall  ev'ry  where  difplay  her  beauteous  face! 
'he  lyon  fhall  his  wonted  prey  defend  ;. 
'he  ravages  of  boars  and  tigers  end ; 
'he  harmlefs  wolf,  fhall,  with  the  lamb  ly   down  $ 
'he  leopard  and  kid  familiar    grown, 
Jhall  fport  together,  on  the  peaceful   field,} 
id  fierce  barbarity  to  mceknefs  yield, 
inkind,  the  art   of  war  forgot,  fhall  fhow 
nobler  conteil:,  whilft  each  to  out-do 
ich  other   ft  rives,  in  vi&ories  of  love, 

earth  below,  vies  with  the  heay'n  above, 


Cbrijt 
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Cbrift  the  Benefactor. 


XlTTHs  N  heav'n  refolv'd  with  kind  intent, 

Its  richeft  bounty  to  exprefs, 
3  E  s  u  s,  the  almoner  was  fent 
With   open  hand  to  give    and  blefs* 

n. 

As  Ihines  the  light,  as  falls  the  rain, 
As   mother-earth  gives  all  their  food  ; 
Se  did  the   loving  JESUS    daign 
To  come>  the  world's  great  common-good. 

III. 

Oh   how  he  lov'd  !  oh  how  he  dealt, 
With   liberal  hand,  his  bleflings  round  ! 
In  him  a  God-head's  goodnefs  dwelt 
And  fought  more  objects  than  it  found. 

IV. 

With  arms  expanded,   weeping   eyes, 
A-  voice   accented   fweet   and  loud, 
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fcome,   come  to   me,    come  all,  he  cries, 
id  fhare  me  as  your  common-good. 

V. 

matchlefs  lover  !   glorious  friend ! 
[ay  heav'n,    and  earth  dill  found  thy  praife? 
E  s  u  s   th''  incomparably  kind  \ 
cent    their  everlafting  lays. 


^Prayer. 

•IT  O  w  fweet  'tis  to  the  heart  opprefs'd  with  care 
p  •**    To  pour  its  forrows  out,  in  humble  prayer ! 
Before  the  throne  of  grace,  to  vent  its  moans, 
Relief  imploring  by   pathetick  groans! 
Half  eas'd  it  thinks  it  felf  of  all  its  pain, 
jtfhen  it  has    got  the  freedom  to  complain  ; 
jlnd,  now,  it,  quickly,  feels  no  more   the  load 

'ransferr'd   by  fupplication  on   its  GOD. 
blifsful   pray'r  !  the  humble  faint's  employ, 

[is  daily  exercife  and  daily  joy:; 

Which 
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Which  to  preierve,  I  frankly  would  refign 

Ten  thoufand  crowns    and  fcepters  were  they  mintf 

How  oft  have   I,   by    humble  fervent  Prayer, 

(Whilft  faith  and   love    her  wing'd  affiftants  were,] 

Been   born    aloft  to  the   fublime    abode, 

Which  liiines  enlighten' d  with  the  fmiles  of  Go  D, 

Whence,  charg'd  with  joys   divine,  I  have  return'di 

And  ev'ry   life,  but  that  of  angels,  fcorn'd  ? 

HEARER    of  P  R  A  Y  '  R  s   !  at   whofe  right  Hand! 

in  ft ate 

Enthron'd  fits   JESUS    my    dear  Advocate, 
To  thee  let  my  addreffes  find   accefs, 
And  ftill   I'll   my  felicity  confefs. 
What  tho'   the  rage  of  foes  fhould  fend  me  far, 
From  all  my  friends,  all  my  acquaintance   dear. 
What  tho%  to  fome    wild  foiitU'Ae  confin'd, 
I  fhould  be  baniih'd  from  all  humane  kind  ; 
Yet  quite  forlorn  my  ftatc  I'll   ne'er  account, 
Whilft  I3  by   P^y'r,  to   heav'n,  can  freely  mount. 
Of  want  of  friends,  or   freedom  ne'er   complain, 
Whilft  with  my  GOD,  I  converfe  can    maintain 
But  ah  !  'tis  bondage,  banilhrnent,  and  all 
The  mifchicfs  that  can  any  wretch  beta], 
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en  guilt  lies  prefling  with  a  confcioiis  load, 
nib  fjind  makes  me  blulh  to  lift  my  face  to  GOD: 
len,  then,  I'm  banifh'd  to  the  gates  of  hell, 

what  my  torments  are,  no  tongue  can  tell. 
t,  if  from  this  one  direful  ill  kept  free, 
o  place  can,  in  the  world,  be  ftrange  to  me. 
hrough  the  whole  univerfe,  if  forc'd  to  roam, 
fhere  e'er  my  GOD   is,  I  can  find  my  homej 

tent  ani  happy  (keep  but  fin  away} 
cv'ry  where  can  live,  where  I  can  pray. 


Faith  Begging. 


i. 

Begger,  LORD,  knocks  at  thy  gate, 

A  begger  known  to  be 
5  fhamelefs,  as  importunate, 
In  asking  her  fupply. 

II. 

O  R  D  hear  the  begging  voice  of  faith  , 
Regard  her  looks  and  cries : 
L 


For 
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For  (he  will  beg,  while  Ihe  has  breath  ; 

Look  up,  while  flic  has  eyes. 

III. 
Thou  LOUD  of  all  art  rich,  be  kind, 

Stretch  forth  thine  hand,  and  fay, 
The  poor,  in  me,  ne'er  want  a  friend, 

Take  this,  and  go  thy  way. 

IV. 
But,  LORD,  when  this  Fve  got,  I  want 

Straight  a  new  alms  from  thee  ; 
And  like  the  begger,  I  mud  haunt 

The  door  that's  kind  to  me. 

V. 
Beg  o%  my  faith,  the  good  LORD  hears, 

He  won't  offended  be  : 
Thy  cries  are  mufick,  in  his  ears, 

His  bowels  plead  for  thee. 


Tut 
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Faith  Enriching. 


fc 

A  K  E  room,  my  foul,  frefh  bleffings  come 
From  heav'n's  remote,  but  wealthy  (lores  ; 
he  hand  of  faith,  lo  !  brings  them  home  ; 
d  only  to  hoard  up  is  yours. 

II. 

ow  rich,  my  foul,  foon  mud  thou  grow  ? 

How  wond'rous  rich  !  if  lafls  this  trade  ; 
if  faith  her  voyages  thus  go, 
jrhou'rt,  for  a  world  eternal,  made  ! 

III. 

'Up  then  my  faith,  no  travel  fpare, 

Fo  the  celeflial  Indies  hafte  : 
i\gain,  and  yet  again,  fly  there  : 
The  gulden  feafon  won't  ay  lad. 

IV. 

o  asks  the  price  that  faith  does  take, 

JTo  buy  the  merchandife  of  heav'n  ? 
Nothing:   but,  when,  for  JESUS'  i'akt, 

E*k<B  rt-ks,  ihe  has  all  gratis  giv'ru 
L  2 
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H 


Traifc.  D: 

i. 

o  w  rapt'rous !  how  dmnely  fweet  the  joy 
Of  heav'nly  minds,    whom   praifes   dill   C«s.!  ,, 

ploy  ! 

Me 
When  I,  on  wings  of  faith  and  love, 

For  a  few  moments  mount  above 

Wit 
Earth's  gloomy  furface ;  and  but  try 

To  emulate  their  harmony ; 

Anc 
The  world  below  I  quite  forget* 

A  b^ing  of  another  {late 
My  felf  I  (trait  conceive  to  be> 
Tailing  of  immortality, 

V\hilft  my  exulting  foul,  my    GOD,  flngs  praifc 
thee  ! 

IL 

O  could  I  nature's  knot  untie, 
And  leave  tins  clog  of  £eih  behind  ! 
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O  could  I  mount  above  the  sky, 

Tow'ring  \yith  a  joyful  mind!' 

Before  the  gates  of  paradife, 

Where  happy  faints  and  angels  praifej 

Diflblv'd  in  heav'nly  extafies, 

Pd  ly,  and  liften  to  their  lays  ; 

And  with  them  harmonize  I 
III. 

Yea  hark  !  methinks  I  hear  their  fong, 

Melting  fweet  !  tranfporting  ftrong  ! 

With  one  compounded  fottl  and  vote, 
With  one  harmonious  folemn  note, 
They  make  the  heav'nly  dome  refound  ! 
And  eccho  halleluja,  halleluja  round! 

IV. 

Oh  !  happy  Ipng'd-for  day,  wheni 
5hall  join  their  blifsful  harmony  f 
And  mingle  my  glad  notes  of  praifc,  . 
.With  their  triumphant  louder  lays-V 
Tho*  meaneft  in  the  choir  I  be, 
Yet  none,  fiiklT  me  in  zeal  outvj".' 
L  3 
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With  ev?ry  note,  with  ev'ry  lay, 
I'll  breathe  my  raptur'd  foul  away  : 
And  whilft  eternal  ages  run,  perfift 
XJnweary'd  in  the  task,  by  which  I'm 


Tfal.  1 5,9  .paraphras*dfrom  l+to  19. 
i. 

OMNISCIENT  mind,  whofe  ever-waking  eye 
Does  all  thy  fair  creation  ftill  furvey  : 
Tho'  I'm  but  like  an  atom  there, 
Unworthy  of  thy  thought  or  care, 
Yet,  to   regard  me  thou  do'ft  bow, 
\Vhere  e'er  I  am,  where  e'er  I  go, 
Whate'er   I  think,  whate'er  I  doe, 
Whether  I  deep,  whether  I  wake, 
Whether  I  filence  keep,  or  fpeak, 
Or  rife  I  up,  or  ly   I  down, 
Or  chufe  to  fit,  or  to.  be  gone,, 
Still  all  my  thoughts,  and  words,  and  a&ions  are 
B£  thee  minutely  known,  tofc  thee  all-thorow  clear. 

Put 
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5ut  how  thefe  all-obferving  views  of  thine 
ire  form'd ;  how  in  thy  intelleft  divine 
jkll  objefts  meet  at  once  ;  how  thou  do'ft  fee 
iftin&ly,  in  the  twinkling. of  an  eye, 
11  that   or  was,  or  is,  or  e'er  fhall  be; 
IV,  myft'ry  is>  which  my  weak  mind, 
ith  reverence,   mud  adore,    but   cannot 
hend. 

rr. 

Eternal  and  Immenfe  !  i 

at  point  in  the   wide  univerfe  fhall  I 
,gine,  where  I  may   remoteft  ly, 
rom  thy  almighty   arm,  from  thy  omnifcient 
In  heav'n  fhall  I  feek  this   retreat? 
Heav'n  of  thy  empire  is  the  feat; 
Refulgent  there,  thy  glory  fhines, 
The  center  of  its  radiant  lines, 
Which  blaze  o'er  all  the  world  abroad  $ 
There,  in  full  fplendor  of  a  G  O  D 
hou  reign'ft,  with  an  immcnfity  of  date  5 

lower  regions  fhall  I  fcek  a  cell  ? 
cleit|The  deepeft  and  the  darkcft  one  in  he^ 


WWre 
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wrapt  in   lhades  of  everlafting  night, 
Shades  that  ne'er  felt   one  mingling  ray  of  light, 
I  may  forgotten  dwell  ? 
No,  no  the  hideous  yell 
And  howling  of  the  neighbourhood, 
Thy  dire  approaches  would  proclaim  aloud  } 

And   make  my  trembling  heart  foon  know, 
Thou'rt  prefent,  with  a   vengeance    in  the  ihades 

below.  T( 

ii  r. 

Gome,  I'm  array  'd,  on  right  and  left, 
With  wings,  fwift  as  the  morning  lighf£ 
I'll  clap,  and  take  my  daring  flight 
To  the  far  weftern  bound  : 
Can  any  chink,  can  any  cleft, 
Or  in  the   craggy  ihore, 
Or  deep  below  the  watxry  ftore^ 
To  hide  me  here,  obfcurs  enough   be  found  ^ 

Ah  !   ftill,  in  vain,  I  leek  to  fly, 

i  • 
And  fculk  from  thy  immenfity  ! 

Thy  hand,  which  does   all  nature  grafp, 


JIVould  me,  .  wherever  lurking,  clafp, 

w, 

That 


And  captive  held,  foon  make  me  know, 
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That  wherefoe'er  I  fcek  to  go, 

No  diftance  can  me  far  remove, 
From  thee,  in  whom  I  live,  my  being  have,  andtROYC. 
IV. 

Can  darknefc  caft,  o'er  me,  a  vail  ? 

Night's  fhades  me,  from  thy  fight,  conceal  ? 

Vain  thought !   thou  art  the  fource  of  light^ 
To^thee  thefe  names  of  day   and  night, 

Regarding  our  vain   changing  {late, 

(Our  meafures  of  time's  fleeting  date)  j 

Belong  not;  no  relation  bear 

To  thy  duration  unconfin'd: 

To  thee,  alike  diftina  and  clear, 

All  things,  by  day   and  night,  appear 
Seen  in  the  light   of  thine  all-glorious  mind  J 
So  was  I  feen,  fo  was  I  throughly  known 
By   thee,  when  my  firft  principles   were  fown ; 
And  left  to  ripen  in  the  gloomy  cell, 
The  womb,  where  nature  afts  her  part  fo  well. 

V. 

Great  author   of  my  being  !  I  adore 
Thy  wondrous  wifdem,  thy  (lupend'ous  pow'r, 
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By  which  this  artful  frame  of  mine  was  made  5 
Thou  faw'ft  die   fofmlefs  mats,  when  laid 
In  prifen,  by  my  parent's  fide  I1 

Thou  faw'ft,  and  did'ft  the  huddl'd  feeds  divide, 
Thou  did'ft  their  quick'ning  motions  guide, 

And  over  all   the  work,  with  wond'rous  skill  pre- 

fide  ! 

Thy  hand  mj  ftender  fibres   twin'd  : 
Thy  hand  my  num'rous  members  join'd  : 
Each  part  its  figure  took  and  place, 
Each  part  did  ftretch,  and  grow  apace,- 

In  wond'rous  nice  proportion,  till  the  whole- 
Organick  frame  refin*d, 
By  ther  bright   model,  in  thy  mind> 

Was  finilh-'d  to  receive  and  lodge  the  heav'n-borrr 
foul. 

0    curious  workmanfhip  !  O  art  divine  ! 

Where   all  the  wonders  of  creation  Ihine  \ 

O  admirable  ftru&ure  !  where  we  fee 
What  fllence  muft,  or  fatisfy 
The  fons  of  infidelity, 

That.  Go»  the  Author  isr  muft  necefTar'  ly  be  ? 

VI.  By 
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VI. 

By  wond'rous  arts,  my  being  rofe! 

By  means,  as  wonderful  as  thofc 

Still  it  has  been  maintain'd. 

O   GOD,  how  admirably   kind 

Has  thy  indulgence  been  to  me  ! 

Whit  way,  fhall  I  thy  favours  ratf 

Their  fum  how  lhall  I  eftimate  ? 
Not  all  the  fands  that  ly  along  the  fhore, 
Tho*  that's  a  "huge  unnumber'd  ftore, 
Their  fum  can  cijucil,  or  their  moment  weigh* 
To  think  of  them,  by  day,   I  pleafure  take, 

By  night,  of  them  I   dream, 

And  \vhenfoe*er  my  (lumbers  break, 

At  morn  or  midnight,  when  I  wake, 
I  think  anew  OH    the    delightful  theme. 
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^Providence. 

E  !  how  his  hand  conduits  the  laboring  chain 
Of  caufes  ;    fee  !    how  the  obfequious  train 
Of  effects  and  events,  fucceflive,  come 
Ripe  from  their   mother  caufe's  teeming  womb' 
O  pow'rful  providence  !  th*  all-moving  fpring 
Of  the  wide  univerfe  ^  whpve   *vVy  thin^ 
Living,  or   lifelefs,  fubjeft  to  thy  fway 
Stops,  varies,  or  purfues  its  wonted  way. 
Thy  care  from  mighty  Gabriel  does  defceni 
The  meaneft  infe&,  on  our  earth,  to  tend ; 
Nothing,   at  firft,   created  by  thy  pow'r 
Negle<3:ed  lies  5    the  very  fandy  (lore 
By  thee  is  numbered :  thou  the  droops  do*(l  tell 
Which  the  tumult' ous  ocean's  bofom  {Well. 
O  what  a  glorious  fcene  does  it  aflbrd 
To  fee  an  univerfe  f«  richly  ftor'd 
With  creatures  numberlefs,  who  great  and  fmall 
on  thy  hand,  for  beirgj  life  and  all ! 

Wh 
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wonder !  O  my  G  o  D  !  what  ftrange  furprize 
<iShould,  from  thy  conduft,  to  our  minds,  arife  ? 
Could  we  thy  well-laid  meafures  comprehend, 
IWhich  run  from  time's  beginning  to  its  end  ! 
J5ee  !  how  yon  diftant  blefling  cuts  its  way, 
'Circling  through  numerous  caufes,  kept  in  pity 
jro  hafte  it  forward,   timely,  to  my  hand, 
(With  welcome  fuccours,  fuiting  iny  demand  ! 
|So  did  the  fifli,  fraught  with  the  fllver  prey, 
(At  his  command,  whom  nature's  hods  obey, 
Come  to  the  great  apoftle's  hand,  when*' he 
[Fifli'd  for  the  tribute-money  in   the   fea. 
•Great  Parent,   I,  with  humble  thanks,  receive 
iEach  bleffing  that  thy  bounty's  pleas'd  to  give. 
jWhate'er  to    fecond  caufes  I  may  owe, 
; to  thee,  the  fource  whence  all  my  comforts  flow, 
|My  £rftj  and  chief  acknowledgments  are  due. 


M 
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Secret  Goodncfs. 


FA  R   frc 
O  mi 


from  the  noife  and  notice  of  the  crowd*  '  I  T 
ght  I  lead   a  life    obfcurely  good  ! 


Thoughtlefs  of  honour,  far  removed  from  ftrife, 
And  all  the  buftlings  of  a  pageant  life, 
In  peaceful  filence  might  I  fpend  my  days, 
And  humbly  profper  in  religion's    ways  ! 
Let  me  be  truly  good,  I  fhall  not  care 
How  few  to  witnefs,  or  to  vouch  it  are  : 
Known  to  my  GOD    and  confcience  I  fhall    be 
Indifferent  what  all   others  think  of  me. 
Yea,  fure,    it   is  the  good   man's  only   pride, 
His  goodnefs,  from  the  publick  view  to  hide  ; 
Till  at  the   day  of  revelations,  he 
Who  now  his  witnefs,  then  his  judge  to  be, 
Pointing  him  out,  amidft  the  crowd,  feall  fay, 
B.ehold!  the  man,  who  ftole  unknown  away, 
With  more  true  goodnefs  than  was  e'er  believ'd, 
Now  mark  him  all,  and  be  all  undeceiv'd! 

Pro- 
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Goodnefs. 


TTT^  ROM  heav'n  true  goodnefs  takes  its  noble  rife> 
•*•        And  upward  bends  its  progrefs  to  the  skies  : 
No  ftinted  meafures  can  its  courfe  confine, 
Sprung  from  a  fource  immortal   and  divine. 
O  glorious  ardor  !    O  praife-worthy  ftrife  ! 
To  reach  the  topmoft  height  of  chriilian  life. 
What  honour'd  names  ?  what  monuments  are  due 
To  fuch   as  this  exalted  end  purfue  ? 
See  FID  us  (fixt  and  well  advis'd  his  will) 
Purfue  his  journey  heav'nwajd  up  the  hill  ! 
Perfedion  is  his  aim,  nor  will  he  ft«p 
fill  he  has   reach'd   the  fummit  of  his  hope. 
Ah  me!   how  much  my  face  is  flufh'd  with  fh;  me  • 
How  much   iny  confcious  heart  does  me  condemn? 
That  worth  the  while  fo  little  yet  iVe  done, 
And  but  a  fhort  way  tow'rds  perfection  gone. 
May  I,  good  GOD,  aflifted  by  thy  grace, 
Henceforth  the  time  redeem,  and  mend  my  pace  : 
M  2  May 
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May  each  new  day,  that  Iheds  abroad  its  light,1 
See  me  a  better  man;  may  each  new  night 
Witnefs  the  progrefs  in  religion's  way, 
"Which  I  have  made  on  the  preceeding  day.. 
As  time's  fucceflSon  rapidly  rolls  on, 
As  ev'ry  hour  purfues  the  hour  that's  gone,. 
Such  may  my  progrefs  in  true  goodnefs  be, 
Swift,  regular,  from  interruption  free. 
Till  by  advances,  like  the  morning  light, 
"Which  grows  apace,  from  dawn  to  mid-day  bright,' 
I  reach,  and  look,  with  tranfpors.  from  pcrfeftion's 
height. 


Faith  feeing  Cbrift. 


i. 

E  \  fee  the  beauties  of  his  faca  ! 

What  charms  in  lovely  JESUS  dwell  ! 
See  heav'n  difplay'd  in  ev'ry  gract  ! 
This  angels  fee,  but  cannot  tell. 


ILIn 
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II. 

In  him  his  Father's  glories  ihine ! 
His  image  and  delight  is  he  ! 
Pcrfe&ions  with  perfeftions  join 
In  him,  the  faireft  that  can  be  \ 

III. 

Oh !  that  my   faith  had  fliarper  eyes> 
His^  lovely  beauties  to  defcry  ! 
When  diftant  views  fo  much  furprife, 
What  blifs  mud  in  near  tifion  ly  ? 


The  Impatience* . 


MY  foul  lies  melting  in  defires ; 
Seraphick  flames  diflblve  my  heart 
O  thou  who  kindl'd  haft  thefe  fires,. 
Thy  folaces, divine  impart. 
IL 

O  GOD  I  love,  and  long  to  ber 
of  thy  divineft  charm*  4 
M  3 
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O  fweeteft  J  s  s  u  s  hade  ^to  me, 
And   clafp  me  in  thy  glorious  arms* 

III. 

Bow,  bow  ye  heav'ns,  for  Mm  make 
Fly  Gabriel  to  proclaim  him   near  :*. 

0  J  B  s  u  s   come,  without  delay, 

1  can't  thy  abfence  longer  bear. 


Chrijl  all  in  all. 


J,E  s  u  s    is  my  life  and  foul ; 
•    JESUS   fills  my  .heart  with  joy  j; 
Tides  of  pleafure  through  me  roll  j 
Love  all  my  paffions  does  controul  ; 
If  thoughts  of  J  E  s  u  s  me  employ. 

n. 

JESUS    darts  his  heav'nly  rays 
'Through  my  glad  heart  to  give  me  light: 
Jf  J  i  s  u  s   his  fweet  face  difplays, 
I'm  blefl  a  tboufand  namelefs  ways; 
I  find  in  J  B  $  u  s'  fight* 


IL 
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in. 

J  E  s  u  s   is  my  dear  fupportj_ 

When  in  diftrefs  I  humbPd  \y \ 
with  joys  of  the  divined  fort 
3J: •  s  u  s  dees  my  foul  comfort  ;j, 

J  E  s  u  s  raifcs  me  on  high*- 
IV. 

if  i  svu  s  by  his  facred  beams 

)  " 

'  jMy  black'ned  foul  makes  white  as  fnow*V 

|l*m  wafh'd,  however  odd  it  feems, 
iMy  J  E  s  u  s>  by  thofe  purple  ftreama 
iWhioh  gulhing  from  thy  fides   did  flow: 

r  v. 

J  i  s  u  s  did  my  peace  procure ; 
My  peace  maintain  dear  J  E  $  u  s  fliall'  . 
Jj  i  s  u  s    all  my  woes  does  cure  5 
Of  hcav'n  my  ]  i  s  u  s   makes  me  furc| 
$  w  $    is  my  all  in  all. 
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0 

Ar; 


The  Good  Samaritan.  AE- 

S  K  you  who  was  the  good  Samaritan  ? 
'  JES  u  s    himfelf -Was  that  dear  friend  of  map)  ttr' 
Who  from  the  heav'nly  Salem,  not  by  chance,          AA 

'  fhjh 

But  kind  drfigtr,  hrs  journey  did  commence^  . 
Forfeeing  how  mankind,   become  the  prey 
Of  hellifh  cut-throats,  pale  and  gafping  lay. 
Angels  of  ev'ry  order,  tfco'  they  knew  UC 

The  wretched  plight  we  now  are  in,  withdrew  $ 
Nor  was  their  pow-r  nor  pity   fuch,  jis  they        J-How 
Durft  the  relief  of  hopelefs  man  eflay.  ^Tow 

But  when   the  mighty  friend   of  fouls  came  down  ^ 
He,  with   a  love  peculiarly  his  own, 
To   heal  our  wounds,  did'  gen'rouQy  impart 
Balfamick  ftreams  from  his  own  bleeding  heart;    Ihro 
The  cure  he   did  perform  with  wond'rous  skill)    *wi. 
The  coft  defraying,   ,with  a  Arange   good-will  ?.       MO 
Himlelf  our  fickneffes  aird  farrows  bore, 

our  debts  plac'd  all  on  his  «wn  fcore- 
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O  glorious  friend  !  ftill  may  the  praife  of  heav'n 
|And  earth,  to  dice,   as  a  juft  debt,  be  giv'n* 
!May  angels  ever  celebrate  thy  love, 
lAnd  faints  below,   confpire  with  faints  above 
To  crown  tkee  with  their  lowdeft  hymns,  whilfl  I 
jStrain  my  bed  pow'rs  to  join  the  harmony* 


1 


Tbc  wandering  Heart. 

far!  fo  foon!  oh  wand'rer  haft  thoir  run, 
And  travers'd  ev'ry  clime  below  the  fun  ? 
Wow,  in  the  old,  now,  to  the  sew  world  fled, 

home  again,  the  globe  quite  round  furvey'd, 
'er  vales,  o'er  mountains,  tra&s  of  land  and  fea, 
nd  all  in  the  fhort  twinkling  of  an  ere  J 
jrhy  tovings  who,  but  for  one  day,  would  trace, 
jrhrough  all  the  turns  of  thy  wild-croffing  race, 
Would  find  the  task  as  much  above  his  pow'r 
jls  to  recount  the  fands  that  form  the  fhore. 
fetter  Jd,  I  thought  I  had  thee  in  my  breaft, 
ind  Ihould  thee  now  a  good  while  there  arreft, 


b 

k 
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At  home  confine  thee  clofe,  and  task  thee  hard,  *>^ 
When  lo  !  the  doors,  as  by  fome  fpell  unbarr'd,     \  },, 
Sudden  thou'rt  fled  again,  fpight  of  my  guard.     . 
Oh  wand'ring  heart!  oh  idly  bufy  thing, 
Ever  abroad!  and  ever  on  the  wing! 


Pleas'd  o'er   a  thoufand  barren  wilds  to  roam, 
Rather  than"  live  with  (weet  content  at  home.- 
Yet   lefs   offenflve    would  thy  rovings   be, 
If  from  them  were  my  ferious  moments  free. 
But  ah !  vain  wand'ring  heart,  when  e'er  I  try 
(Fled  from  all  other   trifling  company ) 
Sedately  to  furvey  celeftial  things, 
Born  up  on  faith,  and  contemplation's  wings  $ 
Ev'n  then   thy  intermixing,   idle   cares 
Diftraflr  my  thoughts,  and  backward  drag  my  pray* 
O  Thou  who  holdeft,  in  thy  mighty  hand, 
The  reins  which  the  wide  unirerfe   command  ; 
Obedient  to  whofe  abfolute  controul 
The  winds  forbear  to  blow,  the  waves  to   ro 
Do  thou  my  yet  more  reftlefs  heart  reftrain 
From  motions  fo  extravagantly  yain : 

i- 


11,    '^, 


Jure 
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ebukc  its  rov.ings,  check  its  wild  career, 
ix,  and  confine  it,   to  its  proper  fphcre  : 
!  let  it  not  dill  be^  a  trifling  wanderer 


Communing. 

wand'ring  heart  of  mine,  return  to  reft  5 
Come  vifit  thire  own  long  forfaken  bread, 
he  world  fhut  out,  and  all  compos'd  within, 
ome  fecret  converfe  with  thy  felf  begin, 
ay  heart,  how  wilt  thou  anfwer  to  thy  G  o  Tf 
For  trifling  thus,  and  roaming  dill  abroad, 
When  thou,  at  home,  'has  ib   much   work  to  do, 
iind  fuch  the  vad  importance  of  it  too  ? 
(Jee'ft  not,  my  heart,  what  heaps  of  filth  ly  here, 
what  vile   and    crawling  knots  of  vipers  there  ; 
n  ev'ry  corner,  obvious   to  the  eye 
^nominations  thick  and  reeking  ly. 
Jhould   fuch  vile  inmates  be   allow'd  to  dwell, 
Where  GOD  pofleffion  claims  ?  O  where's  the  zea^ 
.That  with  a  juft  feverity  fhould  flame, 
iAnd  thence,  indignant,  fcourge  them  out  with  lhaine  ? 

Vaim 
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Vain  thoughts,  and  idle  words  are  criminal  ; 

Thee  to  account  for  both,  thy  GOD  will  call  ; 

Confider  what  a  mafs  of  guilt  muft  rife 

Ev'n  from  thine  atom-like  iniquities. 

In  purity  and  goodnefs  t0  encreafe  ; 

To  gain  upon  the  way  that  leads  to  blifs  ; 

By  riling  fteps  to  reach  the  diftant  joy 

Of  perfeft  vertue,  Ihould  thy  care  temploy  : 

But  thou  with  fmall  degrees  of  goodnefs  pleas'dj 

And  glad  of  ftri<ft  religion  to  b'e  eas'd, 

In  (loth  and  trifling  do'ft  thefe  moments  fpend, 

On  which  thine  everlafting  hopes  depend. 

Awake  my  heart,  for  very  lhame  awaket 

Let  reafon,  confcience,  and  thy  int'reft  fpeak  ! 

Think  if  fuch  indolence,  thy  GOD  can  pleafe  ? 

Did  CHRIST'S  example  di&ate  fo  much  eafc  ? 

Is  this  the  way  to  gain  the  heav'nly  crown  ? 

Or  is  falvation-werk  fo  eafy  grown  ? 

O  roufe,  my  heart,  {hake  eff  this  lethargy, 

Look  forward  to  that  vaft  eternity, 

Where  thou'rt  or  ever  made,  or  ever  loft, 

As  xaow  thou'rt  carelefs,  or  juft  pains  beftow'ft* 

Re- 

• 
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>    ic    ^^^^1^^'^'|i^Vl'^^^^^^^V^'P'^^r'li  'P 

Religious  Diligence. 
i. 

WHAT?  flothful  when  your  all's  at  ftake  ! 
When  heav'n's  the  prize  you  lofe  or  gain  ! 
What  !  for  one    pleafant  moment's  fake 
The  hazard  run  of  endlefs  pain  ! 
Roufe,  roufe  my  foul,  thy  pow'rs  unite 
And  bend  them  in  the  enterprise : 
Who  conquer  would,  they  firft  muft  £ght  ; 
The  road  to  heav'n  is  fleep  and  ftrait, 
Thorny,  and  up  the  hill  it  lies. 

II. 

On  earth  no  paradife  there's  now3 
No  rich,  luxuriant,  teeming  foil, 
Where  all  things  needful  for  us  grow, 
Without  our  care,  without  our  toil, 

*  - 

Man's  doom'd  his  daily  bread  to  cat 
With  ard'aus  labour,   painful  ftrife, 
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Nor  mud  he  hope,  nor  is  it  meet, 
That  without  labour,  without  fweat, 
He  fliould  obtain  the  bread  of  life. 

I  II. 

Heav'n  is  from  us,  a  diftant  clime, 
And  difficult  our  journey  thither; 
Short  and  uncertain  is  our  time, 
And  rough  the  way,  and  rough  the  weather, 
One  day  in  cradle,  next  in  tomb! 
What  need  we  have  to  run,   to  fly, 
That  to  our  everlafting  home* 
We  fafe  and  timeoufly  may  come, 
Before  the  dark'ning  of  our  sky  ? 

IV. 

What  ?   ihall  we  think  a  heav'n  of  joys 

Shall  proftituted  be  to  fuch 
Who  value  them  lefs  than  the  toys 
WThich  now  they  labour  for   fo  much  ? 
Shall  yawning  wifhes,  faint  eflays, 
Be  thought  enough  to  merit  blifg  ? 
Who  e*er  by  fuch  unlikely  ways, 
His  fortunes  here  propos'd  to  raife, 
And-fhall  a  heav'n  be  got  for  lefs  ? 


Reli- 
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V. 

Religion  is  a  work  of  time, 
Of  ard'ous  labour,  clofe  purfuit : 
The  tree  of  life  we  firft  mud  climb, 
Before  we  eat  the  pleafant  fruit  : 
For  flnce  perfeftion   is  attained 
By  rifmg  fteps,  and  growing  grace, 
Hold  {aft  we  muft,  what  we  have  gam** 
In  view  of  the  exalted  ends 
And  daily,  hourly,  mend  our  pace. 

VI. 

Immortal  made,  what  ihould  we  mind 
So  much  as  immortality? 
Of  beings,  for  a  heav'n  defign'd, 
What  but  a  heav'n  the  care  ihould  be  ? 
Roufe,  roufe  my  foul,  thy  moments  f!y> 
Time  hears  thee  on  its  wings  away, 
Awful  eternity  is  nigh  ! 
Thy  task  purfue,  oh'  occafion  ply, 
Oh  !    great's  the  lofs  but  of  a   day. 


N2 
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The 


A     BUNDANT    joys   my   mind  did  overflow, 
No  man  more  happy  was,  methought,  when  1 
Prefurnption  ftealing  in   upon  my  heart, 
By  the  deceiver's  unfufpefted  art, 
Caught  me  aloft  into   the   air,  where  I 
A  dang'rous  flight  on  wings  delulive  try. 
Vv  ho  can  be  more  the  favourite  of  hcav'n  ? 
To  whom  diviner  confolations  giv'n  ? 
Methought,  was  whifpcr'd  in  my   ear,    and  I 
Fond  to  believe  it,  did  not  quite  deny. 
<f  How  little,  and  hew   diflant  in  my   eyes, 
<c  Appears  yon  crowd  !  how  far  the  heav'nlj"  priz< 
"  Above  their  reach,  who  move  fo  flow,    whilft  I 
*c  Eager  to  catch  it,  thus  mount  up  on  high ! 

Such   my  vain  thought !  whilft  as  I  higher  rift 

Dark  mills  begin  to  fwim  before  my  eyes, 
Till  in   a    trice  precipitant  I  fall, 

And  quick  perceive  it   was   delufion  all. 

That! 
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That  the  deceiver  caught  me  unaware, 
His  thoughtlefs,   eafy  trophy  through  the  air, 
And  rais'd  me  to  a  pitch  before  unknown. 
Whence  I  might  headlong  fall  the  further  down. 
And  -now,  with  fhame  o'erwhelm'd,  I  ly  and  mourn, 
Griev'd  ,to  be  made  the  vile  impofture's  (corn. 
What  wretch  fo  vile,  good  LORD,  was  e'er  fovain? 
What  heart  but  mine,  fuch  dreams  could  entertain  ? 
Oh  where's  my  grace  ?  how  fhould  it  be  cxpreft, 
But  by  humility  the  fureft  teft  ? 
Bright  counterfeits  come  fluning  from  the  mold, 
But  ftill  they  want  the  folid  weight  of  gold. 
Sure  all's  deceit  on  which  I  have  rcly'd, 
And  yet,  the  cheat  till  now  I  never  fpy'd. 
'Ah  !  hypocrite  !.—  But  as  with  fierce  defpight 
I  thus  my  felf  upbraid,  a  beam  of  light 
From  heav'n,  methought,  Ihone  fudden  in  my 
With  which  fuggefted  was,  fee  how  the  fiend 
Stands  in  the  dark,  and  by  malicious  art. 
Sportful  thus  bandies  your   incautious  heart; 
Warn'd  of  his  fraud,  your  jealouiles  difmifs, , 
And  let  your  mind  refume  its  wonted  peace. 
N  5 
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Humble  and  cautious,  yet  with  confidence 

Of  your  fiflcerity   maintain  the  fence. 

And  when  perplexing  doubts    begin  to  rife, 

Sufpe&  the  fly  feducer  in  difguife  ; 

Silence  'em  quickly,  e'er  they  gather  ftrength, 

By  hearing  and  debating  them  at  length  : 

As  vexing  ihun  'em,  and   as  vain  defpife, 

In  fcruples  nothing  of  religion  lies. 


On  the  Lord's  %>ay. 


AS   weary  pilgrims,  wand'ring  night  and  day, 
Through  pathlefs  defertE,doubtfuI  feek  their  way,'    J 
Faint  and  difconfolate  \  ev'n    fuch  would  be 
The  tedious  traft  of  my  mortality, 
Did  not  each  feventh-day's  holy  reft  impart 
New   life   and  comfort  to  my   drooping  heart  ; 
Whence  with    frelh  vigor  I  my  courfe   purfue, 
Eager  to  reach  the  holy    land  in  view. 
O  facred,  fwecteft  part  of  time,   to  me  In 

The  type  and  pledge   of  immortality,  Ii 


k, 
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When  I  am  wont,   forgetting  worldly  cares, 
With  joy  to  mount  above  the  rolling  fpheres, 
And  in  the  prefence  of  my  GOD  to  ftay 
With  faints  and  angels  keeping  holy-day. 
Aufpicious   day '.  can  e'er  thy  morning  light, 
Salute  my  eyes  without  a  frefh  delight, 
When  I  the  fcenes  of  glory  call  to  mind* 
The  triumphs  of  the  Saviour  of  mankind 
By  which  diftinguifh'd,  thou  (as  queen  of  days) 
Do'ft  fhine  illuftrious,  crown'd  with  facred  rays. 
3  blefled  Day  !  the  day  which  GOP  has  mude^ 
With  joys  divine,  the  humble  heart  to  glad: 
When  from  his  open,    inexhaufted  (lores 
He  mod  profufely,  down,  his  bleffings  pours  : 
"When  his  glad  faints  fit  basking  in  his  rays, 
And  teilify  their  joy  with   grateful  praife. 
But  oh!   what  pleafures  muft  their  life  employ^ 
"Who  an  eternal  fabbath-day  enjoy  ; 
Who  far  removed  from  wearinefs  and  paina. 
From  ev'ry  thought  impertinent  and  vain, 
[n  Go  o's  delightful  prefence  ever  dwell, 
In  knowing,  loving,  praifing  fo  excel 

Tiwt 
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That  they  their  very  \vilhes  cannot  Wretch 
Beyond  the  'blifsful   heights^  they  ever  reach. 


A  Thought  for  the  Sabbath  Morning 

"VITA  K  E,  wake,  my  foul,  the  morning's  wing 

Long  fince  their  journey  took, 
And  as  they  carry  on  the  day. 
Thy  (loth  and    fleep  rebuke, 

II. 
Hark !  how  the  orbs  revolving  found 

The  great  Creator's  praife : 
See  how  the  fun  his  glory  paints 
With  his  new  lighted  rays; 

II  I. 
jFrelh  with  the  mo-rn  glad  nature  fmiles, 

And  thanks  her  bounteous  King ; 
The   tuneful  birds  their  early  notes, 
As  an  oblation  bring, 

Waksl 
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IV. 
\V*ke,  wake,  my  foul,  and  join  the  choir, 

Thy  Maker's  praife  proclaim  : 
The  longeft  day,  fhort  is  by  far 
But  to  attempt  the  theme. 

V. 
IThis  bleffed  day  dear  JESUS  fair, 

Rife  early  from  the  gr are  ; 
New  blazon'd  was  his  glorious  name, 


VI. 

The  bonds  of  death  he  broke,   and  (hall 

The  bonds  of  deep  hold  thee  : 
{  Wake,  wake,  my  foul,  and  celebrate 
His  glorious  vi&ory. 

VII. 
Behold !  how   early  at  his  tomb 

The  pious  matrons  meet, 
j  His  Hfelefs  body  to  perfume, 
His  ftory  to  repeat. 

VIII. 
And  flialt  thou  not,  my  foul,   attend 

\\7ith  equal  zeal  to  fee 

Jrlin 


*54  Sf  kited  Life. 

Him  riling  from  the  grave^  and  crown'd 
With  immortality. 

IX. 

Yea  mount,  my  foul,  and  him  ,purfu* 

To  heav'n  triumphant  >gone  ! 
Behold,  how  glorious  tbore  he  fhines 

On  his  imperial  throne ! 

• 
X. 

Mount,  and  <thy  -early  homage  pay 

To  thy  exalted  LORD, 
Thy  chearfiil  praifes,  with  the  day 

Join,  and  his  love  record. 


On  the  Holy  Scriptures. 


»rT^  I  s    true  in  T«//y,  and  great  Virgir*  lines 
•*"       A  matchlefs  force  of  happy  genius  Ihines 
Their  works  with  pleafure  ten  times  I  read  o'er, 
And  ftill  fee  beauties  uno^fery'd  before. 

Bi 
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t  yet  'rf*  mcei-Iy   human    all"  they  fay, 
fj)r  trifles  by  their   wit  made  wondrous  gay  j 
jhe  fancy's  pleas'd,   the  judgment  light  obtains, 
t  moft'y  'tis  in  tilings  fcarce  worth  the  pain 

facred  volumes  dart  diviner  rays, 

things  fublimer  the  attention  r  aJfe ; 

and  and  important  matters^they  reve*^ 

h  as  are-  Worthy  of  a  Gw  to  tell ! 

heir  naked  ienfe,  without*  the  helj*  of  artj 

and  moves,  a  thoufgnd  ways;,  th?  heart* 

^  that  no  where  cife  is  Co  acjdreil, 
eels,  here,  conyiilions  levell'd  at  her  breail  j 
us5d  and  purfu'dj  fl^e  cafts  about  in  yain, 
o  fiy  the  winged  fhafts  that  fiJ?  her  pain  » 
hift  can  pafe  her,  till  (He  conqner'd  He$, 
yields  fcrfelf  a  bleeding  facrifice, 
re,  plenty  driving  with  variety, 

rds  a  charming  profpe^:,  tp  the  eye 
'sfei||)fthe  enlightn*^.  mind  :    ref^ent  rays 

G0c>»  difcovered  in  his  works    and  ways 
f  grace  tranfctndant  tp  lo(|  human  kl^4? 
Uh  fweet  furprife,  £11  the  admiring  rnind ! 
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Here,  fhining  rtiles  of  holinefs,  with  bright 

Examples,  to  the  precepts  giving  light, 

The  holy  fpirit,  for  a  fecret  guide, 

And  pow'rful  motives  rang'd  on  ev'ry  fide, 

Lead  to  perfeftion,  and  the  fure  reward 

Of  heav'nly  blifs,  for  God-like  fouls  prepar'd. 

Here,  trees  of  life  in  goodly  order  grow ; 

Rivers  of  milk  and  honey  mid'ft  'cm  flow.  B, 

Sweet  promifes,  with    heav'nly    comforts  fraught, 

New  life  and  joy  afford  at  ev'ry  draught,  | 

To  the  devout  and  eager  foul,  whofe  taftc 

Can  relifh  the  delights  of  fuch  a  feaft, 

Here  San&ity,  in  native  beauties  dreft, 

Commands  refpeft,  and  conquers  ev'ry  bread          L 

That  with  an  humble,  honed  mind,  eflays 

To  learn  religion's  plain  and  eafy  wayst 

Such  pow'rful  rays  the  facrccl  pages  dart,  | 

As  light  at  once  the  mind,  and  warm  the  heart, 

From  ignorance  and  fin  the  faul  transform, 

And  what  they  teach  enable  to  perform ! 

Let  other  volumes  then,  philosophize ; 

Oa  words  of  ancient   authors  criticife  5 

?r 
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Prefcribe  wife  rules  to  guide  the  common-wealth, 

Maxims  of  (late,  or  regimens  of  health. 
[The  book  of  GOD  more  noble  themes  contains, 

Inculcates  things  more  worthy  of  our  pains, 
'  How  we  may  truly  wife  and  happy  grow, 

How  we  may  CHR  i  s  T,  the  fum  of  vvifdom  kn&w, 
i  And  everlafting  blifs,  unerring  reach, 

By  living  as  his  life  and  precepts  teach. 


Tublick  Worflip. 

hxxiv  paraphrased  front  v.  i.  to  u. 
I. 

R'D,  my  GOD,  and  much  defir'd  by  me 
The  happlnefs  fliall  ever  be, 
Thy  facred  courts  to  tread,  and  join 
The  folemn  fweet  devotions  there, 
Which  humble  faints,  with  zealous  care 
to  thee3  O  Majefty  divine  ! 

O  But 
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But  ah  !  my  foe's  relentlefs  hate, 

Ah  !  lading  malice  !  mournful  fate  ! 
An  exile  from  the  joys  I  fo  much  prize, 
Opprefs'd  with  grief  my  foul  impatient  cries, 

Oh  lhall  I  never  fee  the  day, 

The  happy  time  when  yet  I  may 

Repair  to  thefc  fair  courts  of  GOD, 

The  lovely  place  of  his  abode ; 
Oh  ]  fhall  it  never  be,  again  flic  cries, 
And  hopelefs  faints  away,  amidft  redoubl'd  fighs. 
II. 

Happy  ye.f  birds,  which  lodge  fo  nigli 

The  altars  of  my  GOD   and  king. 
Ye  fparrows,  and  ye  fwallows  too  that  fly 

Around  his  courts,  and  there, 

Without  annoyance,  without  fear, 
To  neflle  are  allowed, 

And  there  to  hatch  and  train  your  brood, 

And  there  to  wanton  and  to  fing. 

Happy  your  {late,  whilft  wretched  I 
here  in  exile  mourning    ly, 

Weary 
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Weary  of   life,  long  as  deny'd 
The  joys  of  thofe  who  in  GOD'S  houfe  abide, 
Abide  \  O  dear  invidious  blifs !  • 
How  fweet  a  heav'n  do  they  pofTefs, 
In  praifmg  thee,  my  GOD,  both  night  and  day  ! 
Angelick  work  !  yea  happy  LORD  are  they, 
Who  on  the  great  diftinguifli'd  days, 
Which  call  the  tribes  to  folemn  praife, 
Confiding  in  thy  aids  divine,  proceed 
Rejoicing  in  the  ways  which  to  fair  Salem  lead. 

in. 

Methinks,  I  fee  the  eager  travellers  go, 

O'erfpread  with  duft,  and  fweat, 

And  panting  with  the  fultry  heat  ; 

Methinks,  I  fee  them  march  apace 

In  companies  from  ev'ry  diftant  place, 

And  chide  their  feet,   as  {till  too  flow. 

And  lo!    in  Baca's  valley,  where 

No  living  fprings  of  water  are, 
From  pools  fupply'd  by  plenteous  Ihowers  of  rain, 

They  quench  their  thrift's  encreafing  pain, 
And  their  lov'd  journey  ftrait  purfue  again. 

O  2  Each 
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Each  emulous  troop  advancing  with  goodwill, 
Strives  to  outftrip  each  other  (till : 
And  now  with  unremitted  hafte, 

The  feveral  ftages  of  their  journey  paftj 
With  joy  in  ev'ry  heart  and  face, 
They  reach  at  lad  the  wifa'd-for  place, 
Ev'n  Ziw's  lovely  hill,  where  they 

Jo  GOD  prefent  their  o/Frings,and  their  homage  pay 

IV. 

Almighty  GOD    bend  thy  indulgent  ear 

To  my  moil  humble  fervent   pray'r. 
Pity  a  wretch,  oh  !  pity  me, 
Who  tho'  anointed  to  a  crownj 
Anointed  by   thy  own  decree, 
To  rule  the  people  ftiPd   thine  own, 

Am  now  debarr'd  from  all  that's  dear  to  me.. 
Pity  and  help  without   delay, 
Pity,  my  GOD  ;  for  cv'ry  day 
I'm  kept  from  thy  lov'd  courts  away 

Seems  a  long  tedious  age. My  choice 

Prefers  one  day  of  thefe  dear  joys. 

Known 
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I  Known  in  thy  temple,  to  a    thoufand  fpent, 
.'  In  the   moft   lufcious  pleafures  men  invent 
I  To  glut  their  fenfes,  or  to  drown  their  care. 

Thy  temple's  my  delight !    O  place  me  there, 
I  Tho'    but  to  keep  the  door,  and  I'll  confefs 
|  My  fclf  once   more    a  happy  man,  and  blefs 

The  GOD    who  hears  my  pray'rs,   who  does  my 
wrongs  redrefs. 


Failing. 


RELIGIOUS    fading  feafts  the  foul  with 
And  cures  thefe  ills  which  would  her  health 

deftrby ; 

At  once  affording  food  and  medicine, 
Life  to  devotion,  deadly  wounds  to  Jfln  5 
Hence  wing'd  my  foul  foars  with  a  nimbler 
Far  'bove  the  clouds,  and  hovers  with 
In   pure  celeflial  air,  and  joys  that  foe* 
Has  from  the  fetters   of.  her  guilt  get  fress 
What  tho'  to  finje  tins'  exerciis  giv^s  puiny 
Grudg'd  and  reluftantvlet  itftili-  complain  ,- 
O-  3 
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No  mattter  if  the  better  part  receive 
Advantage,  how  much  fenfe  is  made,  to  grieve* 


The  *Dedcnfion. 


4    H  !  how  imperfeft  is  my  ftate  at  beft! 
-£*-     How  fhort  while  my  good  diipofitions  laft  • 
Whatever  heights  at  one  time  I  attain, 
I  quickly  at  another  lofe  again  ; 
My  felf  reverflng,  like  the  tide,  that  goes 
Qiiite  as  far  backward  as  it  forward  flows.1 
It  was.  but  lately,  that  my  foul  could  rife, 
And    heav'n-ward   fpeed  .    her    flight    beyond    the 

skies  ; 

But  now  alas  !  like  irife&-;motion  flow 
She.  only  grovels  on  the  ground  below-; 
A  (Iranger  to  the  upper  world,  where  fhs 
Was  wont,  a  frequent  vifitant  to  be. 
Obedienc-j,  then,  with  .  fweet  delight  was  crown'd- 
An.d  that  to  be  .the  four.ce  of  this  I  found: 

But 
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But  ah !  thefe  joys  which  were  before  a  feaft 
,1  can't  attain  fo  much  as  now  to  tafte. 
jlf  confcience  clam'rous  drag  me  to  my  kneeSj 
(Between  my  lips  the  dull  petitions  freeze : 
I'Tis  formal  all  I  fay,  without  the  heat 
I  And  zeal  that  fhould  devotion  animate-? 
Tho'  preffing  guilt  gives  warning  to  repentj. 
[My  harden'd  heart  refufes  to  relent.; 
Nor  will  my  tears,  for  all  that  I  can  do 
To  force  them,  from  their   feal'd-up  fountains 
The  fmiles  of  J  E  s  u  s,  that  were  like  a  heav'n 
I  When  on  my  foul  difplay'd,  are  no  more  giv'n. 
I  My  fun's  eclifps'd,  dark  nigjlt  vails  round  the 

And  ah!  I  know  not  when  the  morn  will  rife. 
";1  ( 

Heartlefs  and  feeble,  with  a  worm-like  pace, 

I  creep,  but  run*  not,  now  my  chriftian  racea 
Averfe  to  duties  which  I  lov'd  before ; 
And  e'er   they're  well   begun  I  give  them  o'er. 
Full  of  confufioa,  darknefs,  doubts*   and  fear?, 
No  hope   arifing  from  my  feeble  pray'rs, 

I  tremble   leaft  the  laft   great  day  fhould  come, 
And  fnatch  me  in  this  pofture  to  my  doom. 
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O  bleflfed  foiirce  of  light  and  life,  impart- 
New  joy,  and  vigor  to  my  drooping  heart. 
Revive,  my  G  O  D,  my  foul,  nor  take  away 
Thefc  aids  of  grace  wherein  •  her  great  firtngth  lay 
Return,  return  my  better  life,  reftore 
Such  happy  days  as  I  have  known  before.  --. 


The  Supply. 


THE  treafures  of  the  God-head  open  ftand" 
Whilft  he  difpenfes  with  a  lib'ral  hand?  ' 
The  fpacious  ocean  bounded  is  by  fhores, 
But  free  of  limits'  are   his  gracious  ftores  ! 
O  glorious  fource  of  all  divine  fuppli.es, 
Where   a  whole  flawing  world's  provifion  lies!. 
All  that  Almighty  goodnefs  can  afford, 
Is  in  a  Mediator  richly  ftor'd  I- 
To  thy  abundant  -grace   I'll  dill  repair, 
Sure  to  obtain  diffident  fuccours  there, 
To--footh  my  pains,  to  prop  my  weaker  part, 
And  fetch- home  confolations  to  my  heart,- 
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Panting,  I'll' at  the  heav'nly  currents  !y 
jAnd  take  in  my  ungrudg'd,  and  full  fupply. 
jlf  willing,  all  are  welcome  to  receive  ; 
I  For  who   can  more  deflre,   than  heav'n  can  give  ? 
Lo!  from  his  breaft  (an  ever-flowing  fourcej 
^Vhat  heav'nly  torrents  fpeed  their  downward  courfe* 
Whofe  wide  diffus'd  and  bounteous  ftreams  overflow 
And  water  all  the   realms  of  grace  below. 
Ly  open,  then,  my  foul,  the  floods  embrace, 
Open,    and  welcome  home  the  tides  of  grace, 
Till   thou  repleniih'd  with   the  heav'nly  ftore, 
Shalt  fay  enough,   dear  LOKP>   I  need,  can 
no  more. 


The  Inconftant. 


T7I  c  K  t  E  and  folfe  oh!    heart  (till'  wilt   thou 
•*"  prove, 

Nor  aw'd  by  terrors,  nor  conflrain'd  by  love  ? 
In  fpight  of  all  my  vows,  by  thee  betray'd, 
The  fee's  deriiion  lhall  I  dill  be  made? 

Eafv 
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Eafy,  alas !  his  conqueft  well  may  be, 
When  all's  given  up  into  his  hands  by  thee ; 
And  little  needs  he  try  his  fubtile  wiles, 
Againft  a  heart,  which  thus  itfelf  beguiles. 
Ah  !    traitor,   than  the  foe  himfelf  more  falfe, 
He  to  himfelf  is  true,  thpj  to  none  elfe : 

.  . 

But  thou  confpiring  'gainfl:  thy  felf  doeft  ihow 
How  madly  fond  thy  felf  thou'rt  to  undo. 
By  folemn  vows  myfelf  I    lately  bound, 
More  firmly  'gainfl:  the  foe  to  (land  my  ground; 
With  drifter   care  to  ferve  my  GOD,  and  fliew 
What  my  beft  refolutions  now  could  do. 
But  ah !  deceiver,  undermin'd  by  thee, 
The  fame  inconftant  ftill  I'm  found  to  be. 
My  vows  and  purpofes  fcarce  tryal  bear ; 
But,  foon  as  made,  revers'd  and  broken  areJ 
And  now  my  Go  b,  what  Ihall  I  fay  to  the?  ? 
.What  plead  in  uiy  excufe  ?  fuch  treachery 
May  thee,  too,  once  for  all,  provoke  to. change,    • 
And  turn  thy  patience  into  fierce  revenge. 
But  fmce,  dear  LORD,  'tis  thy  prerogative. 
LoBg  to  forbear,  and  often  to  forgive, 

O  let 
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let  thy  mercy  fhield  me  from  thy  rag*, 
let  thy  grace  indulgent  for  me  pledge, 
'ill  yet  I  try  if  this  my  heart  can  be, 
Iy  GOD,  made  faithful  to  it  felf  and  thee. 


^."Preparatory  Thought  for  the  Lord's 

Suffer. 

. 

AWAKE,  awake  my  foul,  with  timely  care, 
For  the  approaching  interview  prepare  : 
In  awful  myfteries  lo  !  from  on  high 
Thy  Saviour-G o  f>   dsfcends  before  thine  eye  ! 
Awake,  awake  and  fumtiion  ev'ry  pow'r 
With  rev'rence  to  attend  and  to  adore, 
Wlulft  in  thy  view  the  amazing  fcenes  unfold, 
Which  wifeft  angels  with,  furprife  behold. 
Here  rays  of  grace  fhed  down  their  heav'nly  light, 
And  open  to  our  eyes  a  wondrous  fight, 
Mankind  rcdeem'd !  a  work  all  o'er  divine,*1 
Where  all  heav'n's  glorious  attributes  combine 
But  darling  tncrcj  boafts  the  brighteft 
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Offended  Jufticc  pleads  her  native  rights, 

Claims  fatisfa&ion  on  the  rebel-wights, 

Who  boldly  dar'd  to  violate  her  laws, 

And  tempt  her  dire  revenge  without  a  caufe. 

sTis  done.    He  whofe  exalted  merits  fliinc 

Without  a  rival!  he  whofe  pow'r  divine 

Was  equal  for  the  task,  the  Son  of  G  o  » 

Engages  to  fuftain  the  dreadful  load 

Of  humane  guilt,  and  heavVs  vindiaive  Ire 

Till  Juftice  own  Ihe  can*no  more  require. 

Here,  to  fulfil  the  cornpaft,  he  is  feen 

Born  of  a  woman,  born  without  a  (lain : 

Tho*  human  meannefies  his  glories  cloud, 

Yet  virtues  all-divine  reveal  the  GOD. 

Here,  all  the  labours  of  his  life  we  trace, 

His  matchlefs  toils  fuftain'd  for  human  race. 

Here,  all  his  woes  before  our  eyes  are  fct, 

The  vocal  figures  Hill  his  woes  repeat. 

Come  then,  my  foul,  advantag'd  by  the  view, 

Thy  Saviour,  through  the  mournful  fcenes,  purfuc 

Trace  his  amazing  fuff  rings,  come  and  fee 

If  any  farrows  like  to  his  there  be  ! 

Be 
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Behold  him  to  Getbfem&nc  repair 

f  foul,  behold  him  agonizing  there ; 
How  dire  his  pain  !  how  ftrange  the  fweat  and 

brc'd  from  his  body,  in  a  mingl'd  flood  t 
Whilft,  for  the  cafe  of  his  aftonifli'd  heart, 
,n  angel  tries,  kind  fuccours  to  impart. 

wond'rous,  wond'rous  force  of  love  divine ! 
)  harden'd,  fenfelefs,  ftupid  heart  of  mine ! 
hat  unrelenting  can  the  ftory  hear, 
For  o'er  his  woes  drop  one  condoling  tear! 
efore  the  partial  judge  he  ftands  arraign'd, 
urfu'd  with  lies  and  accufations  feign'd ; 
lalice  and  impudence  their  utmoft   do 
*o  fix  one  crime,  but  find  not  ev'n  the  ihew 
>f  one,  for  which  he  juftly  can  be  blam'd ; 
et  guiltlefs  he  to  death  muft  be  condemn'd3 
'he  rulers  monftrous  fpight  to  gratify, 
And  ftill  the  people's  mad    inhuman  cry. 
Ah  Pilate  \  wherc's  the  juftice !  wheie  the  laws 
Of  Rome  \  to  trefpafs  in  fo  plain  a  caufe  ! 
j  Ah  infamous,  know  there's  a  day  to  come, 
When  you  from  him  fhall  have  a  jufter  doom. 

P  Clotlrd 
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Cloth' d  with  mock-purple,   crown'd  with  thorns 

he  (lands 

Amidft  the  rude,  infulting  Roman  bands-; 
They  buffet,  taunt,  fpit  in  his  facred  face ; 
Pour  on  him  floods  of  outrage  and  difgrace: 
They  ftrip  him  naked  for  the  furious  fcourge  ; 
And  ftripe  does  ftripe  with  rage  unerring  urge  ; 
\Vhilft>  from  his  furrow'd  ihoulders,  wounded  fides* 
The  dreaming  crimfon  down  un  pity 'd  glides. 
O  heav'n  !  how  can'ft  thou  now  thy  rage  reflrain  ? 
Are  there  .no  thunders  in  thy  magazine  ? 
Ah!-  angels  can  ye  tame  fpeftators  ftand? 
Not  one  to  fly,  with  vengeance  in  his  hand 
To  curfe,  confound,  and  blaft  the  impious  crew 
Who  thus  dare  treat  your  Maker  in  your  view  ? 
Behold  him  on  the  crofs  fufpended  high, 
Betwixt  two  malefa&ors  doom'd  to  dy, 
As  if  their  crimes  and  villanies  accurft, 
Had  centered  in  him,  of  the  three  the  worft. 
Whilft  ihamtlefs  rulers,  with  fatanick  pride, 
Infult  his  peiTon,  and  his  woes  deride. 

Be. 


:1 
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Behold  him  ficker  ilill  and  paler  grow  ! 

Till  in  the  very  crifls  of  his  woe 

He    Cries   my  GOD,  my    GOD,    why   haft  thw  me 

Fcrfakcn  ?  ah  !  how  can  this  riddle  be 

Explain'd  ?  dear  LORD,  what  infinite  diftrefs 

Does  this  amazing  plaint  of  thine  confcfs  ? 

I»  fuch  a  dark  and  difmal  jun&ure  lo  ! 

All  nature  fhews  a  fympathy  of  woe  ! 

The  fun,  t*  avoid  the  execrable  fight. 

Starts  back,    and  vails  the  world   with   fable  night 

The  trembling  earth  detefts  the  horrid  fcene ! 

And  rocks  afunder  rent  proclaim  his  pain! 

A  fuff  ring  GOD,  the  Grecian  fage  can  gutfs  : 

The  Bw»<«*  .'foldier  does  the  truth  confefs: 

The  felf-convicted  people  finite  their  breafts, 

And  all  are  moved  but     cruel  fcribes  and  prieils. 

Ah!  harden'd  fet  of  men!  But  hold  my  heart 

Blame  thy  felf  more,  condemn  the  cruel  part 
Thy  fins  then  afted,  thele  produc'd  his  woes, 
Than  Jews  or  Remans  thefe  were  more  his  foes  : 
On  thefe,  who  in  this  tragedy  did  all, 
My  foul,  let  thy  fevere  refentments  fall. 

P  2  £h 
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Ah  !  fin  accurs'd,  what  mischief  had  thou  done 

Since,  firft,  thy  havocks,  'mongft  mankind,  begun? 

What  millions  haft  thou  damn'd !  how  dear  the  rate 

At  which  I'm  ranfom'd  to  a  better  fate  ? 

To  Golgotha,^  my  foul,  direft  thine  eyes, 

There  fee  thy  Saviour's  wounds,  there  hear  his  cries, 

There  fee  how  for  thy  fins  transfixM,  he  bleeds  and 

dies! 

Ah  fuflPring  Saviour  could  I  bleed  with  thee  ; 
And  feel  the  pangs,  which  thou  didft  feel  for  me ; 
Reacting  thy  dire  pafllon   in  my  heart, 
And  pierc'd  like   thee.  in  ev'ry  tender  part. 

Yes  bleed  my  heart,  by  fympathizing  pain, 

/ 
Aflame  his  forrows,    and  his  woes  fuftain, 

With  him  fufpended  in  the  open  air, 

The  fhame  and  torture  of  his  paflion  ihare  ; 

And  grudge   the  thieves    their  honourable  room 

Of  dying   with  him  by  one   common  doom. 

Death  for  thy  fake  he    willing   did  fuftain. 

Thy  Saviour,  when  thy  judge  he  might  have -been, 

And  doom'd  thee  to   a  (late  of  endlefs  woe  : 

Amazing  love  !  which   he  alone  could  fliow. 

Mv 
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My  thoughts  fall  fhort,  my  words  for  ever  fail, 

Nor  tongues  of  men  or  angels,  LORD,,  can  tell 

What  thanks,  what  praifos  for  fuck  grace  are  due, 

What  high  returns,  my   gratitude,  ihould  fhe\v. 

My  proftrate  foul  and  life,  LORD,  at  thy  feet 

I  lay>  with  pleafure  thy  commands  to  wait. 

CHRIST  crucify 'd,  I'll  as  my  GOD   adore, 

Exalt  thy  praifcs,  and  thy  aids  implore  ; 

Ty'd  to  thy  crofs,  proud  of  its  infamy, 

I'll  joy,  my  LORD,  to  be  conformed  totheri- 

In  thy  bleft  paflion  daily   I'll  confide- 

For  pardon,  peace,  for  life  and  all   beilde. 

And  now,  dear  Saviour,  that  thou  doft  vouchfafe 

To  feed  me.  with  the   purchase  of  thy  death, 

With  bumble  rev'rence  I'll  approach  and  tafte* 

The  facred  dainties  of  tkis  royal   feaft, 

And  thy  munificence,  fo  wond'rous  great, 

With  all  my  bed  affeftions  celebrate. 
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A   ^Penitential  Exercifc  before  the 
LOR2>V  Suffer. 

i. 

O  M  E  all  ye  mourners  of  renown, 
'  Whom  penitential  honours  crown, 
Come,  lend  me  all  your  tears  and  fighs. 
Your  foft  complaints,  and  humble  cries, . 
Your  fecret  groans  and  agonies  : 
Por,  oh,  I  need  them  all,  and  more, 
To  pay  the  debt  of  grief  I  owe, 
(A  debt  of  heart-affli&ing  .woe) 
L  JFor  my  tranfgreffions,  now  become, 

Ah  me  !    a   vaft  amazing  fum  ! 
More  countlefs  than  the  fands. that  .form  the  fhore! 
Yet  comb,  dear  friends,  come  open  all  your  ftorc, 
And  try  for  ence,   >ylth  me,   to  quit  the  frightful    "  ABJ 

IL  Come 
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II. 

Come,  reyal  Bauid,  God-like  &int, 
Who  couldft,  fo  hero-like,  repent » 
So  potently  thy  guilt  engage, 
With  all  the  farce  of  holy  rage ! 
With  conq'ring  pray'rs,  ftrong  humble 
Vi&orious  tears  and  agonies  ! 
O  braycly  !    bravely  was  it  done  ! 
OVr  fuch  a  foe,  one  viftory  woa> 

Exalts  thy  name, 

Proclaims  thy  fame-, 

More  than  Goliab's  fall,  or  Edom  overthrown: 
Come  take  me  to  the  field  with  thce, 
And  my  inflru&er  daign  to  be: 

I'll  in  thy  %ht, 

Couragious  fight, 

And  ev'ry  day, 

My  thoufands  flay,  't 

And  then  at  night, 
With  humble  pleafure  I'll  approach, 
And  lay  me  down  clofe  by  thy  royal  couch* 
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*  Thy  couch,  O  wondrous*  how  it  fwims •! 
O  how  'tis  delug'd  with  the  ftreams 
Of  briny  tears,  rain'd.  from  thine  eye*:! 
Strange  effeft  of  thine  agonies  i 
There,  there  I'll  ly,  O  man  divine, 
Mingling  my  cries  and  tears  with  thine; 
And  happy,  O  how  happy  {hall  I  be. 

If  wafh'd  and  pardon'd,  thence  I  caa  arife  like  thse* 

III. 

Come  mournful  Prophet  Jeremy^- 
Lend  me  thy  weeping  faculty ; 
Thy  lamentations-  and  thy   woes, 
The  direful  pangs,,  the  vi'lent   throws,  , 
Which'  thy  afflifted  foul  fuftain'd, 
Which  pierc'd  thy  heart,  and  bowels  pain'd, 
But  nor  thy  tongue,  nor  pen  could  tell, 

(  Tho'  they  in  painting,,  grief  did  fo  excel  ) 

When  Judah  captive  went,  and  fair  Jerusalem  fell. 
f  Oh  !    had.  that  wilh'  of  fliine, 

Invidious  wiih !    oh  had  it  fir  ft  been  mine. 
The  very   thought  tranfports  my  foul, 

*  JP/4/.  vi.  6.     f  jFer.  ix.  i.  * 
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Methinks  I  feel  my  head  enlarge, 
With  the  encreafmg  watery  charge : 
Methiiks,  I  feel  the  briny  torrents  roll 
Down  from  the  open  (luices  of  my  eyes, 
Methinks  I  feel  the  floods  ftill  higher  rife  ; 
O  may  they  roll  both  night  and  day, 
O  may  they  roll,  and  rife,  till  they 
Swell  to  a  deluge,  whofe  furmounting  tide, 
May  all  the  mountains  of  my  fms  beneath  itsbillows 

hide. 

IV. 

Yet  better,  Mary*  eyangelick  faint, 

Better  it  were,  if  I 
Full  of  a  ftrugling  agony, 
Of  love  and  grief,  like  thee,  could  ly 
And  at  a  Saviour's  feet  repents 
Diftblv'd  the  noble  mourner  lies  ; 
And  weeps  as  it  (he  was  all  eyes  ; 
His  feet  ihe  wafhes  with  her  tears  ; 
And  wipes  them  with  her  courteous  hairs: 
Whilft  humble  kifles  intervene, , 
To  print  love  on  his  feet,  and  wipe  them  yet  more 

clean. 

Mean 
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Mean  time,  ker  precious  ointments  flow 
In  od'rous  tides  diffused.,  and  fliow 
What  Tweeter  paflions,  in  her  bofom  glow. 

O  fair  example  of  a  grateful   mind! 
How  charming  look  fuch  love  and  forrow  join'dt 
Immortal,  .hence^  bright  faint,  becomes  thy  fame, 
Whilft  age  fhall  to  fucceeding  age  proclaim  - 
How  JESUS  lov'd,  and  d/d  for  human  ra:e, 
Thy  name  in  the  dear  ftory  (till  iliall  have. a  plac 

V. 

But  lo! 

Another  fight  of  moving  woe. 
5Tis  Peter,  fur  e,  he  weeps  fo  bitterly; 
Oh  Peter,  cad  that^look  on  me, 
Which  thy  kind  LORDS  firft,  -caft  on 
Perhaps  it  ftill  may  virtue  have 
My  flinty  heart  to  melt  or  cleave, 
And  make  a  penitent  of  me* 
But  afr!  in  vaiu, 
With  fruitlefs  pain^ 
I  caft  about,  and  feek  fupply 
From -empty. channels,  citterns  dry;. 
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I'll  to  the  fountain-head  repair. 
And  find  my  wifh'd-for  fuccours  there. 
I'll  look  to  him  whom  I  have  pierc'd : 
The  wounds  I  gave  him,  when  .reversed, 
Will  pierce  my  heart,  and  make  it  mourn. 
Lo !  JESUS   lo!  to  thee  I  turn, 
But  ah  !  how  \fliall  I  look  on  thee.? 
Pear  LORD,  how   ftiall  I  view  the  tree, 
Where  bleeding  thou  didft  hang  for  me, 
And  where  my  fins  thee  fix'd  ? 
How  fhall  I  fee  the  dreams  of  blood  ? 
The  fufFrings  of  my  Saviour-God 
Amaz'd,  and  unto  death,  for  me,  perplex'd  ? 

Oh!  LORD,  methinks,  I  now  can  mourn, 

I  feel  a  ftrange  and  Hidden  turn ; 

My  heart  relents,  1117  bowels  glow, 

Tears  unconftrain'd  and  plenteous  flow., 

Now  I  can  give  a  loofe   to  woe. 
O  wond'rous  !  wond'rous  virtue  of  the  crofs ! 

Of  godly  forrow,  'tis  the  only  fource! 

And  fure,  my  GOD,  there's  nothing  elfe  can  be, 

The  fource  of  pardon,  life,  and  joy,  to  me. 
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A  Thank/giving  after  the  Sacrament 
of  the  LOR  2)^  Suffer. 

Being  a  Paraphrafe  on  Pfal.  cxvi.  from 

V.   I.    tO   V.    Ig. 

I. 

TO  O  little   is  my  love,  could  I  give  more 
To  him  who  heard  my  fuppliant  voice  ; 
To  him  who  pity'd,  when  I  did  deplore, 
And  makes  me,  now,  as  much  rejoice: 
But  tfince  kind  heav'n  will  daign  to  take 
So  fmall  a  tribute,  from  my  hands  ; 
My  GOD   I'll  love,  and  (till  betake 
My  felf  to  him,  with  new  demands. 

II. 

Deep  plung'd  in  difmal  horrors  was  my  foul, 
Like  Bthofes  which   round    the  dying  wretch   do  roll, 
When,  from  the  bound  of  life,  he  fpies 
The  gulf  of  woe  extended  wide  •, 
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When  on  its  brink  he  trembling  (land?,  and  cries3 
Ah !  muft  I,  muft  I  plunge  into  the  flaming  tide  ! 

I  I  I. 

WTith   like  amaze,  like  killing  dread 
O'rewhelm'd,  I  cried,  Help  Lord  with  fpecdj 
Save  me  a  wretch,  fave  me  my  GOD, 
From  death  that  flares  me  in  the  face, 
Death's  frightful  look,  and  dire  embrace; 
Save  me,  O  GOD,  from  death,  and  from  hell's  dark 
abode ! 

I  V. 

He  heard,  he  fav'd,  the  happy  day 
I'll  ne'er  forget,  nor  ceafe  to  fay 
He  is  all  mercy,  grace  and  love ! 
Boundlefs  compaifions  ever  move 
Around  his  heart,  and  ever  flow 
With  fuccours,  to    the  wretch'd  below ; 
For  fuch   was  I,  when   he 
Stept  in,  and  fet  my  foul  from  death's  embraces  free.. 

V. 

Sing  now,  my  foul,  thy  requiem  fing  ; 
Thy  mournful  hours  have  taken  wing, 

Thy  for  rows  all  are  fled  : 

O  Let 
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Let  joys,  now,  in  their  turn,  prevail, 
On  downy  peace  thy  felf  repofe ;  • 
Feel,  how  the  fweet  refrefliing    gale, 
Feel  how  it  gently  blows, 
With  balmy  fweets,  around  thy  head ! 
See  1  how  the  heav'nly  manna  falls  ! 
Hark !  how    the  voice  at  diftance  calls"! 
Arife,  and  feaft  on    angels  food: 

Arife,  and  loud  proclaim  the  bounty  of  thy  GOD. 

V  I. 

O  wond'rous  is  thy  bounty   LORD  I 
Death  held  me  faft  with  iron  arms, 
Hell  in  my  face,    with  dire  alarms 
Flafli'd  terrible!  but  at  thy  Word 
My  chains  fell  off,  and  I 

Was  refcu'd  from  the  hands  of  the  ftern  enemy. 
And  then  my  blubber'd  eyes  from  tears  '*-• 
Were  wip'd;  my  heart  difcharg'd   of  fears: 
Yea  then  with  joy,  I  look'd  around, 
Securely  walk'd,  when  now  I  found 

My  feet,  that  (lip'd  before,  tread  ou  more   faithful 
ground. 

And 
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v  1 1. 

And  now,  the  life  thou  baft  retriv'd, 
To  thee  lo !  I  devote  O  LORD  : 
A  Life  which  lhall  thy  grace  record, 

And  (till  obedient  be 
To  all  the  precepts  of  thy  word ; 

A  life  whofe  harmony 
With  thy  j lift  laws,  lhall  all  my  days, 
Proclaim  thy  honour,  found  thy  praife, 
And   tell  what  thou  haft  done,  and   tell  what  I  be- 

liev'd.  - 

VIII. 

For,  tho',  with  troubles  fore  opprcft, 
I  faid  in  my  unwary  hafte, 
That  faithlefs  all  men  prove  ; 
Vain  all  their   aid,  falfe  all  their  Love  J 
Yet,  ev'n,  in  this  extremity 
1'bop'd,    and    found  my  GOD  with  his  kind    fuc- 

cours    nigh. 

IX. 

And  ftoiv,  my  GOD,  what  great  return* 

For  fo  great  favours,  lhall  be  made  by  me  ? 
Shall  thoufand  oiF rings  on  thine  altar  burn? 

Shall  quires  refounding,  teftify 

2  The 
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The  thankful  fenfe  of  my  glad  foul  ? 
No;  what"  will  pleafe  tbee  more,  lo  !  I 

'Holding  aloft  the   facred  bow'l 
Will    o'er  its  awful  myfteries  vow, 
J  hat  all  I  am,  or  have,  can  fa^rl-r,  or  can  do 
Shill  be  devoted,  ever,  to  fulfil 
The  purpofes  of  thy  dear  indifputed  will. 


wtence. 

A  IN,  and  vcxatioi(s>  is  th-j  juft  account 
To  which  all  fub! unary,  things  amount. 
•So  have   I  found  it,  firft  and  laft,  to  be 
Vexation   dealt  out,  in  variety. 
Engag'd  f ,  very  early,  was  in   cares 
Which  have  grown  up,  and  ripen 'd  with  my  years  j 
Sin^e  reafon  and  reflexion  dawn'd  in  me, 
I  feldom  was  from  foine  afBi&ion  free. 
Not  that  I  quarrel  the  wife  will  of  heay*n, 
Or  grudge,  becaufe  no  kinder  lot  was  giv'n 
To  me  who  have  deferv'd  a  worfe,    but  I 

Hence,  learn  the  world's  vexatious  ranitj. 

Re 
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Reafon  may  teach  this  leflbn,   and  the 
Long,  on  fb  grare  a  theme,  philofophife  $ 
But,  e'er  the  truth  full  evidence  receive, 
Experience  muft  the  laft  convi&ion  give. 
Inftru&ed  hence,  with  humble  gratitude, 
I'll  brook  affli&ions,  and  account  them  good; 
Kindly  deiign'd,  by  heav'n,  to  make  me  know 
I  cannot  £nd  felicity,  below. 
With  mind  prepar'd,  the  thorny  path  I'll 
Expefting  troubles,  troubles  never  dread  9 
In  view  of  the  Canaan  above,  I'll  prefs 
A  hardy  trav'ller  through  this  wildernefs. 


Contempt  of  the  World. 
i. 

nothing  earthly  can  allure  his 'mind 
Who  keeps  a  heav'n  in  view  j 
Who  with  ambition  unconfin'd, 
A.  blifs  unbounded  dde*  purfue 
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Lay  crowns  and  fcepters,  at  his  feet, 
Let  riches,  pleafures,  honours  wait, 
'And  fondly  court  his  fmile, 
He'd  fcorn  the  charms  of  things  fo 
Spurn  them  away  with  juft  difdain, 
Nor  count  them  worth  his  while. 

II. 

Heay'n  the  attra&ing  obje&  of  his  leve, 
Bears  his  afpiring  foul  above 
All  little  perifhable  things  : 
.Through  fcenes  of  blifs  whilft  he  does  rove. 
And  views,  and  taftes  the  joys  above, 
He  pities  the   poor  (late  of  kings. 
,The  wealth  of  Crafts,  Cafar's  pow'r 
And  dkxander's  conquefts  ieem 

Worthy  his  envy,  or  his  love/ no  more 
Than  little  Pifmire's  hoarded  (lore, 
Or  dance  of  atoms  in  a  beam. 

III. 

The  whole  creation  can't  fuffice, 
To  make  a  foul  compleatly  blefl : 
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Oa  earth,  then,,  whereas  the  goodly  prize 
To  tempt  a  reafona-ble  bread'? 
Who  mod  poflefs,  we  fee  (till  are 
From  real  happincfs  as  far, 
As  they  who  have  the  fmalled  lhare.; 
The  mind's  unbounded  wiihes  ftill  tranfcenet 
All  that  a  fcanty  world  can  give ; 
And,  whilft  our  wifkes  have  no  enefc, 
Still  fliort  of  happinefs  we  live. 
GOD,   GOD  alone,  who  all  contains 
Can  fill  the  foul's  cnlarg'd  embrace  ! 
Potted  of  him,  no  more  remains, 
For  further  wifhes,  any  place. 

IV. 

Go  fearch  the  world,  colleft  its  fcattcr'd  worth, 
Draw  the  creation's  quintefcence  all  forth, 
One  fov'reign  cordial  to  compofe. 
Apply  it  to  a  foul  in  pain, 
A  foul  that  can  no  reft  obtain, 
For  daring  guilt  and  threatning  wrath, 
Can  it  afford  repofe  ? 
Askj  if  it  can,  at  thofe 

V : 
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Who  panting  en  a  fick-bed  ly, 

Ask  if  it,  then,  can  fortify* 
The  foul  againfl  the  terrors  of  grim  deatk  ?: 

Ask  if  it  can  difpenfe 

Comforts  to  fuit  her  exigence, 

When,  fhe  now  fummon'd  to  be  gone, 

She  knows  not  where,    but  all  alone. 

Anxious,  and  trembling  muft  commence 
Her  folitary  journey,  through  the  gloomy  path. 

V. 

Did  he  who  had  a  Maker's  right  to  ufe 
The  earth,  and  all  the  fulnefs  thereof,  chufe 
To  trample  under  foot,  as  vain  and  vile, 
What  men  miftaken,  wealth,    and  grandurc  (lile  ? 
Did  he  prefer  fo  poor  and  mean  a  ftate 
Before  the  pomp  and  fplendor  of  the  great  ? 

And  fhall  I  think  felicity 

Can  e'er  be  found  in  things,  which  he 

The  only  happy,  only  wife 
(To  teach  me  the  fame  lcffpn>  did  fo  much  dsfpife? 
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Improvement   of  "Time. 

A     Day  I've  loft,  was  Titus  *  wont  to  fay, 
When   any  chanc'd  to  fteal  from  him  away* 
Not    fignalizM    by  Tome   good    aftion   done, 
To  fpcak  him  worthy   his  imperial  crown  ? 
Was  this  the  maxim  of  his  life,    tho'  he 
So  little   knew  of  an  eternity  ? 
No  notion  had,  or  of  a  heav'n  or  hell, 
Befidc  a    fage's  guefs,    or  poet's  tale? 
And  fhail  I  taught,   by  revelation's  light, 
A  future    life's   great  certainty   and    weight,, 
NegleA   the  wife   improvement  of  my  time^ 
Nor  count  the  ufelefs  wafte  of  it  a  crime  ? 
No,  let   the   atheift,    and   unthinking  fool 
Live  carelefs,  as  they  pleafe,  and   without  rule  5 
My  -time  TIT  husband  with  more  frugal  care, 
And  faye  my  moments  ivhich  fo  precious   are, 
Tor  purpofes  of  equal  worth  j  I'll  try 
By  time  well  fpent,   to  win  eternity, 

Hcnos 
*  Titus  the   Rowan  Entftrtr. 
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Hence  then  benumbing  floth,  hence  trifling  caresy. 
Ye  thieves  of  time,  ye  moths  of  precious  years : 
And   ye  worfe    flatt'ring  pleafurable  toys 
Of  fin;  hence  all   ye   filly,  fhort-liv'd  joys; 
Your  foft  enchantments  ihall,  no  longer,  bind,, 
I  have  a  GOD,  a  heav'n,   a   foul  to  mind. 


Ti me   watched. 

STAND,  O  my  foul,  ftand  on  the  watch, 
And  try,  the  flying  bours>    to  catch, 
They  Won't   or   ft  op,  or  turn  again, 
Thou  haft  no  venture  for   it,   then, 
But  to  their  wings,  faft  as  they  £y, 
Some   valuable  thing  to  ty  : 
Some  holy  thought,  fome  humble  pray'rs 
Some   penitential   groan  or  tear, 
Some   a<5t  of  faith,    or   charity, 
Some  new   advance   in  purity  ; 
Some  breathing  of  divine   defire, 
Some  glowing  of  a  heart   on  £re, 

Some 
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Some  one  of  thefe,  if  thou  can'ft  chain 

To  ev'ry  moment  of  the  train 

Of  flying  hours,  thou  haft  done  well  ; 

Time  manag'd   thus,  can  never  fail 

Home  to    eternity,  to  bear 

Thy  treasures  all,    and  int'refts  dear; 

Till  born  on  her  officious   wing, 

Time,  there,  thy  felf,  at   la$,  fliall  bring. 


The   Satisfaction. 


day  ne'er  fails  to  yield  me  greateft  joy, 
Which  I  to  the  beft  purpofes  employ  ! 
Well  pleas'd  my  confcience  on  me  fmiles,  at  night, 
And   peaceful  thoughts,    to  foft   repofe   invite. 
O  bounteous  goodncfs  of  the  GOD  I  ferve  ! 
Shall  an   immortal    heav'n,  in  fare  referve, 
Reward  the  little    worthlefs  g  ood   I  do, 
Which   is   fo  largely  recompenfed  now  ! 
I'd  rather   have  one  day  of  the   delight, 
Arifing  from  a  fenfe  of  doing  rigb!± 

Than 
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Than  a  whole  age  of  that  tumult'ous  joy 
Which  finners,  mix'd  with  confcious  guilt,  enjoy* 
Hence  fprings   a  pleafure  folid,  lafting,    great, 
Which  no    reproaching  after-thoughts  abate  ; 
The  fenfe  of  which  remaining  can  fuftain 
The  foul  in  graples  with  whatever  pain  : 
'Tis  half  a  heav'n,  and  nothing  can  improve 
Its  blifsful  joys,  but  the  whole  heav'n  above  ! 
Help  me,  my  GOD,  thy  pleafure   to  fulfil, 
Help,  each  day,  better  to  perform  thy  will. 
High,  as  the  pitch  to  which   my  duty  goes, 
My  fatisfacUon,    in   proportion,    grows. 
Was  there  no  other  motive,  fure  my  choice] 
Would  be  religion,  for  its  very  joys. 


A  Hymn  to  the  Holy  Spirit. 

ETERNAL   fource  of  light!  \vhil  ft  thee  I  flng, 
To  aid  me,  thine  own  infpirations  bring. 
No    Pbcebus    or    ParnaQus    I  require, 
But  fottie  illajrfes  of  that  facred  fire 

Which 
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"Which  warm'd,  of  old,  the  raptur'd  hearts  synd  tongues 

Of  thy  great  prophets,  and  infpir'd  their  fongsj 

Songs,  which  an  origin  divine  confefs, 

And  mighty  things,  in  mighty  ftrains,  exprefs  ; 

Songs  worthy  Thee,  their  author,  and  their  themes; 

And  giving  men  who  fung  them,  deathlcfs  names. 

O  .'  with  fuch  unftion   animate  my  mufe, 

Such  heav'nly  ardors  through  my  breaft  diffufc, 

Whilft,  with  a  bold  adventurous  £ight 
Soaring,  I  traverfe  the  wide  realms  of  light, 
And  eager  trace 
The  paths  of  grace, 
Tranfported,  all  along,  with  glorious  op'ning  views. 

I  I. 

Thou,  the   firfl  principle  of  life  didft  move^ 
On  chaos  gloomy  face,  with  wings  of  love, 
And   genial  warmth  ;  whence  drefs'd  in  fair  array, 
Sprung  new-born  raturc,  and  the    lovely  day. 

Now  fons   of  GOD,  admiring   angels  fee, 
And  joyful  praife  the  world's  nativity  ! 
Round  the  huge  mafs,  they  eager  beat  the  wing, 
And  each  new  rifing  form,  with  notes  exalted  fing. 
R  Thcr 
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They  fang  the  firft-born  glory,   charming  light. 
On  glitt'ring   wings,  from  chaos,  taking  flight. 
They  fung  the  lofty  arched  firmament, 
The  ufe  and  beauty  of  its   vail  extent  : 
They  fung  divided  earth,  and  ocean's  floods, 
To  ihores  confin'd  :    they  fung  the  ballanc'd  clouds, 
The  magazines  of  thunder,  fnow,   and  rain3 
And  ftormy  blafts,  heav'n's  military  train: 
They  fung  the  glorious  ruler  of  the  day, 
The  moon    and  ftars,  who  by  alternate  fway, 
But  feebler  pow'rs,  walk  an  eternal  round, 
And  time  divide,  and  changing  feafons  bound  : 
They  fung  the  birth  of  plants,  and  trees,  and  all 
The  various  beauties  of  earth's  painted   ball  : 
The  origin  of  ev'ry  living   kind, 
Tfo  people,  earth,    and  feas,  and   air  defign'd  : 
They    fung  created  man  ;   the  image   bright 
Of  his  creator!   intellectual   light 
Pent  up  within   an  artful  mold   of  clay, 
And  yielding   but  a   little  fainter  ray, 
Than  their  own   pure  celeftial  forms :    They-  fung 
j^is   look  fublime,  his   graceful  port,   his  tongue 

A  r/  i  - 
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Articulately  pouring  out  his  thought : 
They  Tang  his  features  to  perfeftion   wrought, 
With  all  the  princely  badges  feen, 
Or  in  his  fliape,   or  in  his  mien, 
Proclaiming  him   by  heav'n  defignM, 
To  rule  his  fellow  creatures,  with  A  godlike 

II  I. 

When  baleful  fin  had  poifon  fpread  abroad., 
And  tainted  the  fair  workmanship  of  GOD  .* 
When  nature  groan'dj  and  death  begfen  to  (Ulk 
O'er  a  pale  world,  his  wide  and  gloomy  walk  : 
When  prefent  ills,  and  future  miferies, 
Jn  all  their  various  gaftly  forms  arife, 
And  fill  the  baplefs  pair  with  dread  i 
Thou  didft  their  anxious  hearts  pcrfwadc, 
That  fure  relief  fhould  yet  be  had, 
By  the  great  remedy,  the  fromh'd  feed. 
As  time  advanc'd,  and  ages  multiply 'd, 
More  clearly,  ftill,  was  the  event  defcryM, 
The  grand  event  of  the  MB  s  s  i  A'I  birth, 
Which,  as  by  Thee  foretold, 
Should  a  new  fource  of  life    unfold; 
R   2 
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And  pour  heavVs  Meltings,  down,  profufcly  on  the 
earth. 

I  V. 

By  Thee,  good  Abr'am   did  the  day  defcry, 
The  diilant  day,  which  GOD  that  cannot  ly 
Had  promis'd,  when  one  of  his  progeny 
Should  come  a  common  blelting  to  mankind; 
The  day  he  faw,  and  b.left  it  with  a  joyful  mind* 
By   Thee,   old  Jacob,  as  his  Tons  attend 
Their  bleflings,   and  their  fates  to  hear, 
Above  his  brethren  Judak  did  commend, 
And  deftin'd  him  the   fov'reign  rule  to  bear. 
By  Thee,  df  SHILOH    pointedly  he  fpoke/ 
SHILOH,  who  fhould  be  born  to  fave 
His  fav'rite  people  from  the  yoke 
Of  Sin,  and  hell,  death  and  the  grave. 
SHILOH,  to  whom,  the  people  far  and    near, 

With  joytel  concourfe,   fhould  repair 
His  fov'reign  pow'r  >;«  own,  his  laws  divine  to 
V. 

By  Thee,  great  Mofes  dilated  his  laws. 
O  !  how  dirinc  th'  afflatus  was, 

When 
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When  'he   foretold  a  prophet  great, 
Should  rife  to  govern  Jfrasl's  (late  :  • 
A  prophet  fuch  as  he, 
A  prophet  who  Ihould  be 
Obey'd,   and  honour'd  on  the  pain 
Of  death,  which,  with  the  body  {lain,-. 
Plunges  the  foul  in  endlefs  mifcry. 
By  Thee,  the  royal  David  fweetly  fungj" 
To  drains   divine  his   harp  melodious  ftrung.' 
By  Thee,   Efaias,    with  a  lofty  flight, 
Winging  the  regions  of  prophetick  light, 
The  glories   of  ME  s  s  i  A'S   reign  furvey'd  ; 
By  Thee,  fuch  mighty  moving  things  he  faids\ 
Painting  his    woes  fo  lively  to  the   eye, 
As  makes  prediction   rival  hrftory. 
By  Thee,  the  highly-favour'd  Daniel  knew 
The  fecrets  which  magicians   could  not 'ihevri 
By  Thee,  he  fix' d  his  wteks,  foretold  the   dates 
Of  future  kingdoms,  and  their  monarchs  fates*- 
By  Thee3  the   whole  Infpired  train 
Of  g^eat,   and  wife,  and  righteous  men, 
R  ^ 
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Thy  holy   prophets  to  the  world  declar'd, 
tWhat  true   religion  is,  and  what  its  great  reward. 

V  1. 

\Vhen  time  (that  now   long  rip'ning   in  her  womb 
The   grand  event  had  bore)  was  fully  come 
To  the  fix'd  period,   when  ME  s  s  i  A'S  birth 
Should,  with  heavVs   deareft  friendfhip,  glad  the 

earth  : 

By  Thee,  the  wond'rous  work  was  done  / 

A  virgin    dkaft  conceives  a   fon  .' 

The    Son  of  GOD    becomes  a  man  ! 

But  who  declare  his  generation  can  ? 

What  is  by  Thee  the  author  vaiFd, 

What  lies  from  angels  eyes  concealed, 

Men  fhould  not  fcan,   nor  boldly  pry 
Into    the  dark,  forbidden  myftery. 
Soon  as  MESS  IAS  on  the  earth  begun 

His  fliort,    but  glorious  race  to   run; 

The  unftion  he  receiv'd  from   Thee 

(Un&ion  admitting   no   degree} 

Of 
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Of  virtues,  graces,  gifts  and   pow'rs  divine. 
Full   in    his  bofom   dwelt)  bright    in  his  life    diet 

fhine. 

By  this,  fo  well  he   fpoke !  fuch  wonders  wrought  •' 
By  this,  the  people  fo   divinely   taught ! 
By   this,  to  heav'n,  fo  oft  he   did  prefer 
The  warm  oblations   of  accepted  prayer: 
This  to  his    meritorious   fufFrings  gave 
Part  of  their  fweet  perfume  ;  This,  from  the  grave 
Concur'd    to   raife    him  up;    and   to  proclaim 
He  was  the   Son  of  Gcd,  nor  did  ufurp  the  name* 

V  I  I. 

When  JESUS   to  his  father  was   retura'd, 
With  fpoils   and  trophies  of  his  foes  adorn'd : 
When   at  his  right-hand,    on  a  glorious  throne 
He  fate   triumphant,  crown'd   with  honours  won  : 
Thou,  in   his  room,  down  to  the  earth  didft  come, 

Redemption  purchas'd  to  apply, 

Redeemed  fouls  to  purify, 

Till,  by  thy  grace  divine,  prepar'd 

For  heav'nly   blifs,  their   dear  Reward, 

•> 

Thou,  to   fruition,  guid'ft  them  fafely  home. 

On 
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On  Pentecoft,  that  memorable  day, 

THou  didft   the   glory  of  thy  grace  difplay  •; 

When  from  on  high,  the  torrent  ftrong" 

Came,    with  loud' murmurs,   all  along 

Rolling  its  tide,    till  in  the    place 

"Where  the  devout  affembly  was; 
An   inundation  of  unwonted  fpeeck 

O'erflows  the  holy  men,    and  each 
The  fymbol  wears,   a  cloven   fiery  tongue* 
By  this  infpir'd,   they  forthwith  loud  proclaim 
GOD'S  mighty  grandure,  C  H  R  i  s  T  's  exalted  name  - 
By   this  they  preach'd,  and-  fouls  by  theufands- 

caught  : 

By  this  ftupendous  iigns  and  wonders  wrought ! ; 
Criples  exulting  leap,  with  nerves  new  ftrung  ; 
The   old  decrepit  think  themfelves  made  youngy 
"With  vigorous  health    pour'd  freili  into  their  veins1 
Their  word,  their  touch,    their  ftiudow    cures  the. 

pains, 

And  maladies  which  wretched  m«n  opprefs  .• 
And  D&mons)  put  to  flight,  their  pow'r  confefs. 

By 
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By  this,  they  toils  and  trials  great  fuflain'd  ; 
The  triumph  of  their  patience  ftill  maintain'd  j 
By  this,  to*  vent   the  ardors  of  their  zeal, 
They  run  exulting,  far  and  near,  to  tell 
Glad  tidings  of  falvation,  by  the  name 
Of  JESUS  5  the  fwift  heralds  of  his  fame* 

VIII, 

Great  author  of  all  grace !  could  I 
Thy  wond'rous  works  and  ways  defcry, 
Kow  in  the  fecret  inmoft  foul, 
The  aftive  feeds  of  heav'nly  life  controul 
All  pow'r  of  fin  oppofing;  could  I  trace 
The  beauteous  lineaments,  and  lovely  face 
Gf  the  neve  creature,  and  the  fcrtn  divine  \ 
Could  I  dsfcrihe   this  glorious  work  of  thine, 
The  pi&ure  fair,  drawn  to  the  life,  would  tell 
How  far  the   new  creation  does  the  old  excell,1 
But  ah  the  ard'ous   task  furmounts  my  skill  : 
1  want  the  pow'r,  howe'er  I  have  the  will  : 
Ev'n  what  I  know,   and  by  experience  feel, 
I  can't  to  others,  as  I  would*  reveal  j 
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Yet  I'll  attempt  it,  in  well  meaning  layg, 

And  publifh  as  I  can,  O  GOD  of  grace,  thy  praiifc.. 

I  X> 

"When  dead  in  fin,  and  trefpaffes  I  lay, 
Far,  far  from  GOD,  and  thoughtlefs  of  the  way 
That  leads  to  life  :     when  darknefs  overfpread, 
And  vengeance  hover'd  o'er  my  guilty  head  ; 
By  thy  almighty  grace  difplay'd, 
New  light  and  life  I  felt  convey'd 
Into  my  foul,  and  I   began 

With  joy,  to  know  my  felf,  now,  quite  another  mam 
As  when  the  fan,   firft  lighted  in  the  skies, 
DifpelPd  the  fhades,  and  pour'd  bis  rays, 
With  bright  effulgence   all  around  ; 
Glad  nature,   foon,  felt  the  new  kindl'd   blaze; 
Earth's  cherifh'd  with  warm  genial  days, 
And  new-blown   beauties  every  where  abound. 
So  I,  O  GOD,  with  fvvect  furprize, 
When  firft  the  light  of  grace  did  rife 
In  my  dark  foul,  was  made  to  fay 
O  whence  this  new,  this  blefled  day  1 
What  lovely  objefts  charm  my  eyes ! 

What 

:'       4         -  , 
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What  glorious  fcenes  before  me  rife  ! 

0  GOD,  my  Saviour,  now  I  fee 
The  path  of  life  reveaPd  to  me  ! 
Redeeming  love,    forgiving  grace, 
Sweet  JESUS,  fparkling   in    thy  face  ! 
The  refuge,    and  the  reft  of  fouls  ; 
The  heavily  virtue  that  controuls 
The  guilt,  the  pain,  the  pow'r  of  fin  : 

1  fee,  O  LORD,  what  I  have  been, 
A  wretched  finner  liable 

To  miferies  ineffable  ; 
But  refcu'd  BOW,  and  raifed  by  Thee, 
To  hopes  of  immortality. 
O  wond'rous  grace  !  ftupendous  love  ! 
How  fweet's  the  maze  in  which  I  rove  J 
O  joy  of  faith !  O   dear  folace  ! 

0  folemn  !    O  triumphant  peace  ! 

1  feel  immortal  life  begun, 

I  feel   its  circulating   vigor  run 

Through  my  glad  pow'rs  !   I  feel  it  warm  my  heart.' 

I  feel   it  aU  in  aU3  and  all  in  every  part ! 

X.   Now 
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x. 

.  Now,  cafl,  my  foul,  thine  eyes  abroad 

Survey  the  wond'rous  progrefs  of  the  grace  o 
Where  Rowan  eagles  never  flew, 
Where  Roman   foldier  never  drew 
His  warlike  fword,  grace  has  prevaiFd, 

And  made  the  barbarous  nations  to  her  prowefs 

yield. 
Almighty  grace  J  what   pow'r  but  thine 

Could  hearts  fubdue,    men's  wills  incline 
To  quit*  paternal  rites,   and  laws, 
Riches,  pleafures,   pomp,  applaufe, 
And  all  the  charms  of  earthly  things  : 
Lo  !  even   proud  emperors,    and  kings 
Submit'themfelves  to  JESUS'  fvray, 
His  fcepter  kifs,   his  laws  obey  ; 
The  doftrine  of  his  crofs  embrace, 

And  glory  in  his  name,  more  than  their  ancient 

race. 

See!  fvvift  as  lightning  from  the  sky, 
The  pointed  lhafts  well    guided  fly, 

To 
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To  pierce  the  hardeft  hearts  of  thofe 
Who,  with  rage  impotent,  dare    JESUS' name  op* 

pofe. 

A  furious  {laughter-breathing  Stiul, 
A  favage  jay  lor  vanquifh'd  fall ; 
"With  thoufand,  thoufand  trophies  more, 
Blefl  monuments,  O   grace !    of  thy  all-con^u'ring 
pow'r. 

X  I. 

Dear  Comforter  of  pious  fouls  1 

|r 

How  fweet  the  heav'nly  torrent  rolls," 

When,  from  on  high,  thou  do'ft  impart 
Thy  confolations  to  the  humble    heart ! 
How  oft  hare  I,  by  fweet  experience,  found, 

When  fore  deje£ed,  and  oppreft 

With  troubles,  like  to  rend  my  bread, 
Thy  joys  controul   my  grief,  and  heal  my  bleed 
ing  wound  ? 

O  GOD  of  grace !  what  thanks  I  owe 
To  Thee,  from  whom  my  daily  fuccours  flow  ? 

How  kind!  how  potent  thy  fuppliesa 

Which  balance  my  infirmities! 
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Which  ftrengthen  me,  a  feeble  worm, 
To  bear  the  burden,  ftand  the  dorm 
Of  trials,  and  hard  preffing  woes ! 
By  Thee,  I  triumph  o'er  my  foes, 
The  world,  my  lufts,  the  pow'rs  of  hell* 
By  Thee,  I  am  inflru&ed  well 
In  dear  religion's  pleafant  ways. 
By  Thee,  I  vent  my  heart  in  praifc  : 
By  Thee,  with  humble  zealous  care 
My   task  I  ply:  with  me,   in    pray'r 
Thou  interceed'ft,  with  mighty  moans, 
With  fecret,  fympathhing  groans, 

Which  tho*  I  can't  exprefs,  attentive  heav'n  does 

•  <  • 
hear. 

Yea,  by  fure  flgns,  in  me  revea^d, 
Methinks,  I    dare  be  bold  to  fay, 
That,  by  thy  grace  divine,  I'm  feal'd 
To  the  complete  redemption-day. 
Mean  while,  my  guide>  to  Thee  refign'<l,: 
With  humble  and  obfequious  mind, 
Whate'er  thou  bid'ft  I'll  willing  do, 
Where'er  thou  lead'ft,  I  chearful  go,1 


'Til! 
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'Till,  At  the  end  of  life's  laborious  path, 
I  fmiling  meet   approaching  death: 
,     And  then,  my  GOD,  in  tranfports  loft, 
Midft  a  detatchment  of  the  hf av'rily  hoft, 
With  fpeed,  my  foul,  her  flight,  to  heav'n  fhall 

Where  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghoft 
She  ever  ihall  behold,   and  ever,  ever  fing.1 


The  Advantage  of  a  good 


T  TOw  fweet's  the  comfort  of  a  confcience 

«*  •*•  Both  from  the  guilt  of  fin,  and  from  the  fear  ! 

What  folemn  joys  o'erflow  the  good  man's  breaft, 

Whbfe  heart  'does  its  ov/n  innocence  attefl  ! 

Tho9    earth  and  hell  their  utmoft  fury  joiny*  ' 

His  fix'd  tranquillity   to  undermine  : 

Tho',  reeling  nature  threaten  to  disband, 

And  univerfal  ruin  feem  at  hand   ; 

Vet  he,  vs'hofe  GOD,  and  confcience  him  befriend, 

Can  (land,  or  fall,  with  an  unfhaken  mind, 

Ob 
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With  fuch  eftablifh'd,  folcmn  peace  polled ! 
Riches,  and  pow'r,  and  grandure  fo  efteem'd, 
Unworthy  are.,  once,  with  it,  to  be  nam'd. 
Thefe  are  attended  with  a  load  of  cares, 
And,  many  times,  more  caufe,  than  cure  our  fears 
But  innocence  exalts  a  man  on*  high, 
Like  the  bright  luminaries  of  the  sky, 
Which  undifmrb'd  their  radiant  journies  go, 
And  (corn  the  blafts  which  fright  the  world  below. 
Oh,  innocence,  thou  dear,  thou  hcav'nly  gueft, 
Thou  guardian  angel  of  the   good  man's  bread  ! 
Fill'd  with  thy  joys,  aloft  he   bears  his  head,, 

And  feems  on  paradifial  ground  to  tread  : 
His  look,  his  mien,  his  whole  behaviour  tells 

How  much  of  heav*n  within  his  bofom  dwells* 

If  angels,  our  apoftate  race  to-  mend, 

By  million,  fhould  to  live  on  earth  defcend, 

Such  would  their  life,  fuch  their  condition  be 

for  innocence,  and  for  felicity  : 

3Fojf  fuch,  on  earth,  was  feen  the  Son  of  GOD, 

he  'mongft  mortals  had  his  fhort  abode. 

Enock 
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Enoch  walked  with  Gft/>Gen,  v. 


CH,  the  heav'nly  £«0c6  walks  with  GOP, 
A  fingle  pafTenger  in  vertue's  road. 
When  all  mankind  had  left   the  narrow  path, 
And  chofe  to  throng  the  downward  way  to  death  '• 
He,  wond'rous  good  mam!  for  religion  ftoodj 
And  dar'd  alone  t*  oppofe  the  impious  cromeL  . 
And  furely  to  be  good,   in  evil  times, 
With  equal  vertues  ballancing  the  crimes 
Of  the  profane  and  lawiefs  rout,  difplays 
Heroick  worth,  and  claims  immortal  praife*  '-, 

Enoch>  religion's  credit  to  retriere, 
Whilft  in  the  world,  above  the  world  did  live?  , 
The    true  fublime  of  pious-living  reach'd  ; 
From  heav'n  his   maxims,  and  his  motives  fetch'eL* 
Paitiiliar  with  his  QOD,  fo  like  him  grew; 
So  well,  the  work  of  angels  learn'd  to   do, 
That  fully  ripe  for  heav'n  Ca  finifh'd  faint) 

Thither,  he  deathlefs,  foul  and  body,  went. 
S 
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\fr 
Heavenly-Mindcdnefs. 

Happy  he  whofe   mind  exalted  high 
Above  the  pafling  fcewes  of  vanity 
Which  dazle  weak   and  earthly  minds,  employs 
His  thoughts  in  the  purfuit  of  heav'nly  joys. 
Who,  confcious  of  his  fours  immortal  pow'rs, 
On   wings  of  contemplation  upward  tow'rs  j 

Surveys  the  glories  of  the  heav'nly  {late, 

And  fees  that  to  be  there,  is  to  be  great. 

Who  lives,  by  faith,  in  heav'n    as  his  abode  ; 

Maintains  delightful   converf*  with  his  GOD  ; 

And  when,  at  times,  he  down  to  earth  does  C0m?> 

Short   vifits  makes,  as  one  that  haftens  home. 

Who,  foon  as  light,   at  morn,  falutes  his  eyes, 

JParts  bis  devouteft  thoughts  above  the  skies  ; 
His  early  homage  to   his  Maker  pays, 
And  glads  his   foul  with  frefli    imbibed  rav%. 
Who,   wherefoe'er  he  is,  whate'er  he   does, 
All  day,   the  fame  exalted  Hfe  purfues  ; 

Alone 
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Alone,  in  company,  at  home,  .abroad, 

More,  or  lefs  bufy'd,  knows  the  fecret  road, 

By  which,  to  heav'n  his  foul  has  free -af cent; 

A  mortal   angel,  or  angelick  faint. 

W7ho,  e'er  foft  (lumbers  Ihut   his  eyes  at  night  ; 

With  pleafure  ranges  o'er  the  realms-  of  light ; 

And  leaves  his  heart   amidft  the  heav'nly  quires^ 

Where,  when  he  wakes,  to  find- it  he   deflres* 

But  ah!  of  all:  mankind,"  how  very    few 

Are  to  be  found  who  fuch  a  life  purfue  ? 

Attach'd  to  earth  almoft  all  humane  race 

Its  poor  enjoyments  eagerly   embrace  : 

To  purchafe  triffles  that  may  pleafe  them  nov/> 

Cheaply  they  an  immortal  heav'n  forego. 

.But,  O  my  GOD,  determine  thou  my  heart 

To   aft  a  wifer,  and  a  better  part. 

May  the  Spiritual   life  ftill  be    my  care : 

Tow'rds  thee  my  GOD,    and   CHRIST  my   Savi* 

our   dear, 

May  my  aflfeftions  daily  wing  their    way, 
Till  dying,  thus,  I  fhall  be  heard  to  fay,; 

«  I 
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«  I  travel  not,  now,  in  an  unknown  road  5 
<c  This  is  the  path  which  oft,  before,  I've  trode  : 
<c  I   go  to  G0i>,  to  JE  s  u  s  !    I  go  home  : 
c*  The  welcome,  long  expefted  hour  is  come.  . 


The  ^Death  of  the   Righteous** 

A  N  T  i  N  G  the   goo  d  Theophiliis  did  ly, 

Long  time  prepar'd,  and  willing  now  to  dy  \ 
When,  with  a  heav'nly  brightnefs   in  his  face, 
Th*  filenf  triumph    of  his;  finifh'd   race, 
He  to  his    mourning   friends  his  fpeech  acWrefs'd,  , 
And  thus    difclos'd  the   raptures  of  his  bread, 

"  Rind,  but  miftaken,  —  grieve  no  more  for  me,. 
«  Nor  mourn  the  day,  which  I  rejoice  to  fee. 

cc  Can  you  remaining  on   the  fhore  bewail, 
<c  That  to  a  crown,  tho'  leaving  you,   I  fail  ? 
<c  Should  tears  unfeemly   cloud  one's  nuptial   day^ 
<?  Becaufe  the  "bridegroom  takes  his  bride  away? 
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€C  Is  this  your  kindnefs?  —  would  to  GOD  ye  knew 

c»  What  glorious  fcenes  now  open  to  my  view  I 

c<  IittmanueVs  fair  land,  by  its  own  light 

Cf  Difcover'd,  nor  fkr  diftant,  charms  my  fight* 

<e  Thither  to  wing  her  flight  my  foul  prepares  : 

<e  Farewel    all  earthly  joys,  all  earthly  cares; 

<e  Farewel  my   friends,  nor  grudge  that  now  we  pa-it, 

cs  Immortal  pleafurcs  rufh  into  my  heart  ! 

«   I  fink,  I  faint  beneath  the  blifsful  load  J 

"  I  dy,    like  Mofcs,  by  the  *  kifs  of   GOD  ! 

«e  Dear  Saviour,  if  fuch  pledges  now  arc   giv'n, 

c<  Oh  !   what  lhall  be  my  everlafting  heav'n.  " 


A  2>eatb'l>ed  Ejaculation. 

BEYOND    mortality,    my  faith 
Defcriss  a  glorious  fcene, 
Where,  ever  new,    and   rapt'reus  joys 
My  foul  lhall  entertain.. 


T/j  a  f  tying  of  the  Jews  en  Deut.  xxitiv.   5.  that. 
Mofes  died  by  the  Kfs  of  God. 
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A  deep,  and  rapid  ft  ream  divides  : 
Death  is  the  name   it  bears  ; 

But   o'er  it,  CHRIST   has  laid  a  bridge 
For  heav'nly   pafiengers. 

Oh  glorious  city  of  my  GOD, 
Which  {lands  on  yonder  jfhorc  t 

My  heart  within  me  leaps  for   joy 
To  think  of  patting  o'er. 


O'er  to  the  new  y 

Where    I  with  CHRIST  may  dwell; 
And  ever  hear  Ms  own  dear  lips, 

His  own  dear   (lory  tell. 

Where,  in  his  prefence,  I  fhall  find 

The  heav'n  that  I  de£re  ; 
And  the  fweet  glories  of  his  face 

Eternally  admire. 

Come  welcome    death,  diflblve  the  bands*. 

That  hold  rne,   here  ,  from  home* 
Come  angels,  come  celeftial  guard, 

Corns  JESUS,  quickly  come. 

F    I    N    I    S» 


